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YOU  SAID  II 


Ed.  note:  "Spur-of-the-moment"  com- 
ments on  the  Parrot.  Purely  unprem.edi- 
tated — maybe. 

"Definitely   tops    among   college   maga- 
zines ;  if  you  doubt  it,  read  the  exchanges." 
— Ted  Berchtold  ("I  have  my 
position  to  think  of.") 


'Confidentially 


-Thaddeus  Snell 


"Less  advertising,  less  fashions,  a  trifle 
more  campus  dirt,  more  candid  pictures. 
Otherwise,  O.K."       — Tom  Langworthy 

"Too  heavy  —  should  be  lighter,  more 
frothy,  more  oomph."     — Ernie  Wieder 

"Inadequate  in  that  it  doesn't  appeal 
to  all  students.  It  tends  to  run  along 
W.C.T.U.  lines."  — Lon  Ramsey 

"I  don't  read  it,  to  tell  the  truth." 

— Rosemary  Stracke 

"I  don't  think  it  has  enough  student 
stories."  — Al  Lustig 

"It's  O.K."  — Eadie  Feinberg 

"We  think  it's  swell." 

— Hugh  May  and  Forrest  Still 

"I  wish  people  wouldn't  steal  mine  all 
the  time."  — Dirk  Barrett 

"Words  fail  me."        — Bob  Buchanan 

"Words  fail  me."       — Dick  Trenbeth 

"Words  fail  me."  —Stan  Frankel 


From  the  Buckeye  State 

„  ,.^  Dayton,  Ohio 

Deor  editors   ... 

My  son,  a  Northwestern  student,  has 
dutifully  sent  me  the  issues  of  this  year's 
Purple  Parrot.  I  have  been  pleased  to 
notice  your  clean  humor  sections,  and 
fine  articles. 

I  want  to  congratulate  you  on  your 
good  taste  in  this  age  of  smutty  cartoons 
and  morbid  stories.  The  high  standard 
which  you  have  set  is  outstanding  in 
the   collegiate   magazine   field. 

Continue  to  publish  a  sophisticated 
magazine  and  we  mothers  will  continue 
to  leave  copies  around  in  conspicuous 
places.  I  enjoy  it,  my  whole  family 
enjoys  it,  and  it  fast  becomes  dog-eared 
from  constant  circulation. 

Sincerely  and  thankfully  yours, 
A  Mother. 
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Leicaphoto  by  Hal  Davidson. 
Posed  by  Ed  Meditch,  Phi  Delta 
Theta  sophomore,  and  Portia  Mc- 
Clain,  Delta  Delta  Delta  sopho- 
more. Cover  designed  by  Bob 
Cowan,  Purple  Parrot  art  editor. 
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THINGS  TO  DO 


December  13 — The  Senior  Class  has 
developed  a  social  conscience.  We 
are  helping  the  '"unfortunates"  at 
a  Charity  Party  at  Patten  Gym. 
Nine  Shopping  Days  till  Christmaa. 

December  13,  14  —  Triple  threat 
against  a  boring  evening!  The 
Studio  Theatre  presents  "Joint 
Owners  in  Spain,"  "Sisters  Trag- 
edy," and  "The  Romancers." 
Eight  Shopping  Days  till  Christ- 
mas. 

December  14 — The  opening  game  of 
the  Basketball  season  against 
Washington  State.  Still  Eight  Days. 

Deceiviber  16  —  Leave  for  home  at 
12:30  imless  you  want  to  be  cagey 
and  stay  over  for  the  Pittsburgh- 
N.U.  bucketball  game. 

December  17 — Sleep. 

December  18 — Buy  Christmas  tree. 

December  19 — Trim  it. 

December  20  —  Princeton  Basketball 
game  and  three  more  shopping 
days  till  Christmas. 

December  25— BEST  WISHES  FOR  A 
MERRY  CHRISTMAS  EROM  THE 
PARROT. 

December  26 — 365  shopping  days  imtil 
Christmas  and  only  Heaven  (and 
Frank)  know  when  the  next 
Thanksgiving  will  be. 

December  26 — Popularity  Kids  leave 
for  New  Orleans  via.  Illinois  Cen- 
tral. 

December  30 — Notre  Dame  may  have 
beaten  us  at  football,  but  the  story 
will  be  different  at  the  basketball 
game — we  hope. 

December  31  —  Bells,  bells,  hie  -  er  - 
bells. 

January  1 — This  is  the  day  we  begin 
to  break  our  resolutions. 

January  3 — Back  to  school.    Gloom. 

January  6  —  Northwestern  -  Purdue 
basketball  game  at  Patten. 

January  8 — We  left  town  to  beat  the 
Minnesota  football  team,  so  here 
we  go  again  to  trim  them  in  bas- 
ketball. 

January  15 — January  Parrot  comes 
out. 


PURPLE  ©PARROT 

NORTHWESTERN     UNIVERSITY'S     MAGAZINE     OF    COLLEGIATE     LIFE 
Volume  19  December,  1939  Number  3 

^^^^^^^      A  HAMMER  AND        (^       COFFIN  PUBLICATION       ^^^^ 

ARTICLES 

GOODBYE   SUCKER    Dave   Ekberg        9 

Read  and  be  wrong 

N.  U.'S  BAND Bob  Solveson     1 0 

It  even  looks  hard 

SEASONAL  SHOTS Tom  McMohan      16 

Looking  forward  to  basketball 

STORIES 

HOLIDAY Dick  Trenbeth        6 

Be  it  ever  so  humble — 

REFLECTION   Portia  McCloin        8 

And  the  night  waned  .  .  . 

THERE  WAS  JUNIOR Phil   Hillmon      12 

The  intellectual 

FEATURES 

CASE  OF  THE  CHINAMAN'S  CHANCE 13 

Bang,  bang,  bang,  bong! 

PURE  OIL Cristian  Petersen      14 

How  to  get  that  vacation  cheer 

DEPARTMENTS 

BIRD'S  EYE  VIEW 5 

PARROTINGS    Prowler  22 

POLITICOSIS      15 

CLOTHES   LINE    Jean    Bartelme  35 

PICTURES 

GRAPHIC  N.  U.'S Jim  Bixby     20 

ALL  IS  NOT  GOLD   Hal   Davidson     28 

LOST  XMAS  GLOVE  .  .  .  THEY  ALL  FALL  FOR  IT Bob  Cowan     18,  19 


34 


Ed  Malott,  Editor-in-Chief 

Jean  Arms,  Editor  Don  Wingate,  Business  Manager 

Hal  Davidson  Bob  Cowan  Jean  Bartelme 


Art 


Fashions 


Photography 

DESK  EDITORS —  Harry  Boetcher.  Mary  Ellen  Sams,  Jim  Jackson,  Portia  McClain. 
Literary:  Phil  Hillman,  Dave  Ekberg. 

EDITORIAL  BOARD— Literary;  Harry  Boetcher,  Jim  Jackson,  Mary  Ellen  Sams,  Portia 
McClain,  Dave  Ekberg,  Phil  Hillman.  Art:  Bob  Cowan.  Fashions:  Jean  Bartelme. 
Photography:  Hal  Davidson,  Jim  Bixby,  Mark  Anson. 

CONTRIBUTORS  THIS  ISSUE— Dick  Trenbeth,  Portia  McClain,  Dave  Ekberg,  Bob  Salve- 
son,  Mary  Ellen  Sams,  Edith  Helen  Spencer,  Jeanne  Devereaux,  Chuck  Lineberger,  Tom 
McMahan,  Don  Freeman.  Art;  Bob  Cowan,  Frank  Sayles,  BiU  Early,  Mardel  Jerrick. 
EDITORIAL  ASSISTANTS — Bob  Fuller,  Jacqueline  Powers,  Doris  Stein,   Rosanne   Smith, 
Tom  Leahy,  Joan  Lee. 

BUSINESS   BOARD — Circulation   Manager:    Frank   Novak.    Office   Manager:    Jane    Smith. 
Proviotion  Manager:  Mary  Barrett.    Advertising  Manager:  Bob  Beisang. 
PROMOTION  STAFF— Don  Mauer,  Jack  Dickinson,  Edith  Helen  Spencer. 
CIRCULATION  STAFF— Gordon  Fairman,  Harvey  Meyers,  Bill  Armstrong;  Dick  LaMarr, 
Assistant  Circulation  Manager. 

OFFICE  STAFF— Betty  Haynes,  Mildred  LeVoy,  Ruth  Black,  Jean  Weiss,  Carla  Howard, 
Betty  Jahnke,  Martha  Hill,  Miriam  Raymer,  Jack  White. 

ADVERTISING  STAFF— Alice  Tucker,  Jack  Denninger,  Loraine  Spira,  Neil  Direr,  Virginia 
Vojeck,  Dick  Thorsch,  Sue  Petty,  Jim  Griswold,  Eleanor  Saboda,  Marilyn  Mason,  Karl 
Irvin,  Don  Bolanoer,  Don  Mauer. 


PURPLE    PARROT,    published    eight    limes    dui 
Subscriptions:   S1.50    per   year.    VOL.    XIX,    No 


school  year  by  the  Stude 
cember.  1939.  Entered  as 
of  PURPLE  PARROT,  tex 


Lunt  Administration  Building,  Northwestern  Univenity,  Evanston,  Illinois. 
!r  at  the  post  office  at  Wilmette,  Illinois,  Jannary  13,  1932.  The  entire  eon- 
are  protected  by  copyright. 


The  Alien  Among  Us 


A  RMISTICE  DAY  this  year  in 
"^  Chicago  was  made  a  farce 
by  a  German  Nazi  immigrant, 
Martin  Bleyersteen,  when  he 
pulled  down  the  flag  of  the 
United  States  and  trampled  it 
into  the  filth  on  the  street. 

James  Hall  had  set  the  flag  out 
before  his  confectionery  store  early 
that  morning  with  a  reverent  touch; 
but  before  nightfall,  the  symbol  of 
freedom  and  justice  in  the  United 
States  was  to  be  subjected  to  spolia- 
tion by  an  alien. 

This  is  not  the  danger  to  our 
nation,  however. 

Bleyersteen  did  his  despicable 
act  openly.  Our  great  American  na- 
tion has  far  more  to  fear  from  the 
underhanded  workings  of  unknown 
aliens.  Today,  in  every  city  and 
state,  secret  parties  are  working  to 


make  America  helpless  in  the  event 
of  a  war  with  Germany. 

It  is  these  Nazi  rabble-rousers, 
working  to  sabotage  freedom, 
whom  we  must  fear  and  fight. 

We  REAL  AMERICANS  are  too 
honest  to  suspect  the  aliens  in  our 
midst  of  doing  the  brutal,  unscrup- 
ulous things  which  have  been 
proved  and  reported  by  reliable 
sources.  Because  our  actions  are 
open  and  above-board  we  cannot 
believe  that  spies  are  preparing 
poisons  for  the  water-systems  of  our 
large  cities — spies  are  stealing  the 
war  plans  of  our  Government — 
spies  are  filling  the  people  with 
false  reports  of  Nazi  virtues. 

We,  as  REAL  AMERICANS  and 
the  backbone  of  the  home  of  free- 
dom, progress,  democracy  and  jus- 
tice, must  work  together  to  rid  the 
nation    of  this   insidious   influence. 


Friends  and  neighbors  —  join 
together  and  help  the  hundreds 
of  thousands  of  people  who 
already  recognize  this  danger  to 
democracy. 

Write  to  the  American  Society  for 
the  Preservation  of  Democracy  and 
lend  your  assistance  to  the  rest  of  us 
who  are  fighting  together.  Valuable 
information  will  be  sent  to  you  at 
once. 

Robert  Thomas,  prominent 
lawyer,  novelist  and  philoso- 
pher, says  of  the  Society:  "It  is 
the  greatest  force  for  good  in 
America  today."  Join  the  crowds 
who  are  fighting  the  alien 
among  us. 

AMERICAN  SOCIETY  FOR 

THE  PRESERVATION 

OF  DEMOCRACY 

973  Madison  Ave.       New  York,  N.  Y. 
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Useful  Facts 

The   Golden   Rod  is  the  flower  of 
Alabama. 

There     are     210,000,000     Moham- 
medans living  now. 
The  thirtieth  wedding  anniversary 
is  the  pearl  anniversary. 
459.60  F.  is  absolute  zero. 
When  the  first  white  man  set  foot 
in    America     the    Indian    popula- 
tion was  about  900.000. 
There  are  2,150.42  cubic  inches  in 
one  standard  bushel. 


Astrology 


Monda.v  is  a  bad  day  for  affairs 
of  the  heart.  Nor  are  the  other  six 
days   to  be  recommended. 

Interesting  Bits  of 
Information 

At  simple  interest,  $1.00  invested 
at  4<~;  at  the  birth  of  Christ  would 
have  amounted  m  1933  to  $78.32.  At 
compound  interest  the  dollar  would 
become  more  than  $600,000,000,000,- 
000,000,000,000,000,000,000. 
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machine  was  a  young  man, 
pushing  said  lady  in  said  bar- 
row. We  asked  why.  She  was 
tired. 


The  staff  down  in  Room  13  was 
busy.  A  young  man  came  in.  He 
desired  to  purchase  a  Parrot.  Im- 
mediately work  was  suspended. 
Everyone  began  hunting.  Six  Parrot 
members  could  not  find  one  Parrot. 
We  were  sold  out.  We  informed  him 
in  sorrowful  tones.  He  said  cheer- 
fully not  to  bother,  he  was  just  try- 
ing to  get  change  for  the  coke  ma- 
chine across  the  hall  anyway.  And 
so  it  goes. 

While  we  do  not  hold  ourselves  up 
as  the  Paragons  of  Better  English, 
we  do  feel  concerned,  somehow,  over 
the  fate  of  the  English  language, 
particularly  of  adjectives,  on  this 
campus.  For  example,  last  week 
during  one  stormy  day  when  all  na- 
ture seemed  to  be  venting  her  fury 
on  something,  we  happened  to  be 
walking  behind  two  young  ladies  of 
the  campus.  One  of  them  pulled  the 
arm  of  the  other  and  pointed  out  to 
the  turbulent,  raging  lake  in  awe 
with,   "Gee,  ain't  that  smooth?" 

If  anyone  is  particularly  interested, 
the  age  of  chivalry  is  not  dead.  No, 
indeed — at  least  not  at  Northwestern. 
Passing  the  embryonic  Scott  HaU 
after  a  one-thirty,  we  saw  crowds 
separating  on  the  sidewalk  for  some 
object  just  ahead.  That  object  was 
a  rolling  wheelbarrow.  In  the  wheel- 
barrow was  a  young  lady.  From  each 
side  sprouted  crutches.    Behind  the 


Special  bulletin  from  the  Presi- 
dent: "Since  becoming  president  of 
Northwestern  University,  I  desire 
hereafter,  in  every  article,  publica- 
tion or  otherwise  in  which  my  name 
appears,  that  it  be  printed  'Franklin 
B.  Snyder' — no  more  Bliss." 

The  irony  of  it!  .  .  .In  the  quiet 
cloistered  atmosphere  of  Deering 
library,  all  was  soothingly  peace- 
ful one  certain  November  morning. 
At  10:20,  the  silence  was  suddenly 
shattered  by  the  resounding  blare — 
of  an  alarm  clock! 

From  the  dark  recesses  of  the  re- 
serve room,  an  arm  reached  out  and 
grabbed  the  noisy  thing.  Things  are 
coming  to  a  pretty  pass  when  one 
paltry  person  has  to  disturb  the  quiet 
requested  for  those  who  wish  to 
sleep. 

We  believe  in  the  honor  system. 
We  have  the  utmost  faith  in  the 
moral  strength  of  our  fellows.  And 
we  enjoy  open-book  examinations. 
Especially  one  last  week.  "Turn  to 
page  57,"  said  the  prof,  "and  criti- 
cize the  middle  paragraph."  Only 
one  fellow  had  any  trouble.  He  had 
to  cut  open  the  pages  of  his  book. 

Who  says  this  isn't  the  age  of  op- 
timism? Mandy  Lou  (we  didn't  ask 
her  name,  but  it  could  have  been 
Mandy  Lou)  was  gaily  driving  a  new 
Oldsmobile  down  Sheridan  Road  the 
other  day.  Life  was  fine,  the  skies 
were  blue,  and  it  "sho'  was  a  high- 
falutin'  buggy — when  suddenly  the 
car  in  front  of  Mandy  Lou  stopped, 
and  Mandy  Lou  didn't. 

Steel  squeaked,  glass  tinkled,  and 
people  came  running.  They  disen- 
tangled the  "Olds"  and  shook  their 
heads  sadly  at  the  twisted  wheels, 
dripping  radiator,  and  cauliflower 
fenders.  Such  a  pity,  tsk,  tsk,  and  a 
new  car,  too. 


Mandy  looked  the  situation  over, 
scratched  her  cheek,  and  asked  hope- 
fully, "Cain't  yo'  just  tighten  sum- 
pin  up,  so's  I  kin  drive  it  away?" 

It  all  began  when  Cy  McAndrews 
ambled  out  of  a  double  feature  at 
the  Granada,  and  found  that  some  in- 
genious lad  had  beaten  him  to  his 
car,  a  new  Ford  convertible.  The 
stranger  had  turned  up  his  collar, 
produced  a  fake  parking  ticket,  and 
nonchalantly  driven  the  automobile 
away.  Cy,  with  appreciable  distress, 
set  the  police  on  its  trail,  but  as  the 
weeks  passed  by,  began  to  consider 
the  incident  as  "just  one  of  those 
things." 

Then  a  week  or  so  ago,  the  phone 
rang,  and  the  police  sergeant  said, 
"We've   found   your    car — but   you'll 


'^Life-is-like-that"  Dept. 

have  to  pick  it  up  in  Oklahoma — 
around  Claremont.  They  say  it's  in 
pretty  bad  shape — tires  blown  off — 
but  there  it  is,  help  yourself."  So 
Cy  set  out  after  his  vagrant  vehicle. 
It  seems  that  it  wasn't  just  an  or- 
dinary sneak-thief  that  made  Cy 
walk  home  that  night,  but  one  of  the 
"better"  gangsters,  very  much  in 
demand.  The  stolen  car  was  recog- 
nized and  given  chase,  but  the  men 
refused  to  surrender.  Up  and  down 
the  hills,  and  around  curves  it  tore. 
Continued  on  page  36 
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Hardly  had  the  train  stopped  roUing  when  Joe  Bar- 
ret, baggage  in  hand,  jumped  to  the  station  platform 
and  started  trotting  the  few  blocks  to  his  home.  A 
bag  in  each  hand  cramped  his  usually  loose  stride, 
and  puffing  and  grinning,  he  slowed  down  to  a  brisk 
walk  before  he  reached  his  street.  The  slower  pace 
gave  him  time  to  look  around  and  see  if  he  knew 
anybody  along  the  way,  but  in  the  half  darkness  of 
winter  dusk,  faces  were  blurs  as  they  passed  him. 
Only  the  houses  looked  familiar  to  him  as  he  hurried 
by,  and  the  mellow-orange  glow  of  light  from  the  win- 
dows blinked  cheerily  through  the  trees  and  seemed  to 
welcome  him  back  to  his  old  neighborhood. 

There  was  the  old  path  across  the  vacant  lot  on  the 
corner  and  the  broken  globe  on  the  street  light.  He 
stepped  from  the  walk  to  the  path  and  started  to  run 
again.  Only  half  a  block  to  go.  Now  he  could  see  his 
house;  swinging  the  bags  wildly,  he  sprinted  the  re- 
maining distance  and  jumped  up  the  steps.  Finding 
the  door  unlocked,  he  went  in  without  ringing  the 
bell.  As  he  walked  through  the  dim,  narrow  hall,  he 
could  hear  the  rattle  of  pans  in  the  kitchen. 

The  dingy  drapery  at  the  end  of  the  hall  was  brushed 
aside,  and  his  mother  appeared,  wiping  her  hands  on 
her  kitchen  apron  as  she  approached.  "Who's  there?" 
she  asked,  but  when  she  recognized  him,  she  dropped 
the  apron  and  ran  toward  him.  "Oh,  Joe,  it's  you.  My 
boy,  my  boy."  Half  sobbing,  she  flung  her  arms 
around  him  and  pulled  him  down  to  kiss  her. 

Then  she  leaned  back  and  looked  up  at  him.  "How 
have  you  been,  Joe?  It's  been  such  a  long  time  since 
we  heard  from  you.  You  haven't  been  sick,  have  you? 
They  aren't  working  you  too  hard,  are  they?" 

He  laughed  and  said,  "No,  Mom,  I've  been  all  right. 
I  just  didn't  have  time  to  write  for  a  couple  of  weeks. 
Anyway,  there  hasn't  been  much  to  write  about." 

"Well,  come  on  in  and  see  the  rest  of  the  family. 
Your  father  came  home  just  a  little  while  ago,  and 
Chris  is  dying  to  see  you.  And,  oh,  Joe,"  she  lowered 
her  voice  a  little,  "be  nice  to  Mr.  Allen.  He's  our  new 
boarder.  Your  father  couldn't  see  your  room  going  to 
waste  while  you  weren't  here,  and  so  we've  rented 
it.  But  don't  worry.  You  can  sleep  on  the  sofa  while 
you're   home." 

She  pushed  back  the  drapery,  and  together  they 
stepped  into  the  living  room.  "Look  who's  here,  Henry. 
It's  Joe."  Slowly  his  father  put  down  the  evening  paper 
and   looked   up. 

"Hello,    Joe.    How've   you   been?"   He   held   out   his 


hand  but  didn't  get  out  of  the  comfortable  chair,  and 
as  soon  as  Joe  had  shaken  his  hand,  he  raised  the 
newspaper  again.  Christine,  his  little  sister,  had  been 
standing  shyly  in  the  kitchen  doorway,  but  when  Joe 
turned  and  looked  at  her,  she  ran  toward  him  and 
wrapped  her  small  arms  around  his  legs. 

"Hi,  Chris,  old  top.  How's  my  pal?"  He  patted 
her  blonde  head  and  then  lifted  her  to  the  level  of 
his  eyes.  With  a  shout  of  happiness  the  little  girl 
pulled  herself  toward  her  brother  and  kissed  him  on 
the    cheek. 

A  thin,  stooped  man  in  his  forties  came  into  the 
room  and  sneezed  apologetically.  Mrs.  Barret  saw 
him  and  said,  "Joe,  this  is  Mr.  Allen.  He's  living 
with  us  now."  And  then,  turning  to  the  boarder:  "This 
is  our  son,  Joe.  He's  just  come  home  from  college 
for  his   Christmas  vacation." 

The  little  man  mumbled  an  acknowledgment  be-  ^ 
fore  he  picked  up  part  of  the  paper  and  went  off  in 
a  corner  to  read.  Joe  looked  at  the  shabby  clothes 
and  unkempt  appearance  of  the  boarder  and  began 
to  resent  his  intrusion  into  their  home.  What  right  had 
this  dirty,  unfriendly,  little  guy  to  take  his  room  away 
from  him?  Hadn't  he  spent  years  fixing  up  his  room 
the  way  he  wanted  it?  Now  the  walls  had  been  stripped 
of  their  posters  and  signs  just  so  this  outsider  could 
come  where  he  didn't  belong. 

Taking  little  Chris  with  her,  Mrs.  Barret  went  back 
to  her  cooking.  From  the  kitchen  she  called,  "Make 
yourself  comfortable,  Joe.  We're  going  to  eat  in  a 
few  minutes."  Still  Joe  was  anything  but  comfortable 
as  he  sat  down  and  looked  around  him.  He  was  sur- 
prised to  notice  how  cheap  and  tawdry  the  room  seem- 
ed. The  dirty  browoi  wall  paper  was  streaked  where 
rain  had  seeped  through  the  siding  of  the  house;  the 
gloomy  dark-stained  molding  was  a  vestige  of  another 
age  when  scrolled  scallops  were  fashionable;  and  the 
furniture  was  a  tasteless  combination  of  spindly  sim- 
plicity and  massive  ornateness.  Without  realizing 
what  he  was  doing,  he  was  comparing  the  living  room 
of  his  home  to  the  handsome  lounges  of  the  fraternity 
house  where  he  had  been  living  for  the  last  four 
months.  He  couldn't  imagine  why  his  home  seemed 
so  changed.  For  eighteen  years  he  had  accepted  his 
parents'  taste  in  furnishing  the  house,  and  now  he  was 
ashamed  of  his  home,  afraid  of  what  his  friends  at  V 
school  would  think  if  they  ever  dropped  in  to  see  him. 

The  odor  of  cooking  food  smelled  good  to  Joe,  and 
yet  it  wasn't  quite  as  appetizing  as  it  once  had  been. 
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There  was  something  greasy  and  pungent  about  the 
smell  that  he  hadn't  noticed  before.  And  so  when  his 
mother  called  the  men  in  the  living  room  to  dinner, 
Joe  didn't  rush  in  to  eat  as  he  used  to  do  at  home 
and  still  did  at  school.  Then,  too,  he  didn't  like  the 
idea  of  an  intruder  into  the  privacy  of  the  family 
dinner  table.  He  saw  Mr.  Allen's  long,  scrawny  arm 
dart  out,  grabbing  dishes  of  food  to  replace  the  help- 
ings which  he  had  already  forced  down  his  throat.  For 
such  a  little  man  the  new  boarder  had  an  enormous 
appetite  and  a  pair  of  champing  jaws  that  were  always 


Joe  wanted  to  yell  back  and  tell  him  that  he  teas 
jealous    because    he    hadn't    gone    to    college. 

just  a  few  seconds  ahead  of  his  flashing  arms.  Joe 
was  so  disgusted  with  him  that  he  lost  most  of  his 
own  appetite,  but  his  mother  kept  offering  him  new 
helpings.  He  accepted  them  so  as  not  to  offend  her. 
His  father  hardly  spoke  during  the  meal  in  an  effort  to 
save  time  in  the  silent  eating  contest  between  Mr. 
Allen  and  himself,  but  his  effort  was  futile,  for  the 
latter  was  winning  easily  despite  frequent  interjec- 
tions  through   mouthfuls   of  food. 

After  dinner  Joe  tried  to  read  the  paper,  but  he 
couldn't  find  a  good  reading  lamp  and  finally  gave 
up  after  skimming  over  the  comic  strips.  Nervously 
he  began  to  walk  back  and  forth  across  the  room 
until  his  father  lowered  his  magazine  and  half  shouted, 
"For  God's  sake,  Joe,  sit  stiU!"  Looking  at  his  son, 
he  noticed  his  clothes  for  the  first  time.  "As  long  as 
you're  spending  all  that  money  on  clothes,  why  don't 
you  buy  a  pair  of  pants  that's  long  enough  for  you?" 


"They  wear  'em  kind  of  short  at  school,  Dad.  Any- 
way, I  get  enough  money  from  the  school  to  buy  a 
few  clothes  now  and  then.  All  they  ask  is  that  I  play 
good  football,  and  the  school  takes  care  of  me." 

"Takes  care  of  you,  eh?  But  they  don't  give  me  a 
man  to  help  in  the  shop.  I  don't  see  why  you  got  to 
go  to  school  when  you  could  work  for  me  and  help 
the  family  out   a  little." 

Joe  wanted  to  yell  back  at  him  and  tell  him  that  he 
was  jealous  because  he  hadn't  been  able  to  go  to  col- 
lege, but  instead  he  simply  stood  there,  flushing 
angrily  and  breathing  hard.  A  fine  welcome  home  this 
was! 

Mrs.  Barret  appeared  in  the  doorway  and  wiped  a 
wisp  of  gray  hair  from  her  perspiring  forehead.  "You 
let  the  boy  alone,  Henry.  You  ought  to  be  proud  of 
him,  instead  of  nagging  at  him."  And  then,  not  wish- 
ing to  start  a  family  quarrel  in  front  of  the  boarder, 
she  went  back  to  the  kitchen. 

His  father  said  no  more,  and  Joe  left  the  room.  He 
walked  out  to  the  telephone  in  the  hall.  After  thinking 
a  moment,  he  called  Karl,  one  of  his  high  school  pals. 
Karl  was  friendly  but  hardly  enthusiastic  when  Joe 
suggested  a  game  of  pinochle  and  a  couple  of  beers 
so  they  could  talk  over  old  times.  Karl  had  a  date, 
and  so  had  Pete  and  Jim  and  Al  when  Joe  called 
them.  The  boys  certainly  had  changed  since  last  sum- 
mer. Just  like  the  sociology  professor  had  said,  they 
were  leaving  the  gang  stage  behind  them.  Good  stuff, 
sociology. 

The  phone  was  close  and  the  idea  of  dating  fresh 
in  his  mind,  so  he  decided  to  get  a  date  himself.  It 
was  easy  for  him  to  call  girls  now.  He  remembered 
how  he  used  to  be  afraid  to  ask  for  dates  when  he 
was  in  high  school  and  how  he  used  to  hate  the  an- 
nual football  dance  because  he  was  expected  to  go. 
He  liked  girls  even  then,  but  he  was  afraid  of  them 
in  a  way  he  could  never  explain  to  himself.  But  his 
fraternity  brothers  at  college  had  changed  all  that 
by  making  him  bring  dates  to  the  house  parties.  Now, 
telephone  directory  in  hand,  he  tried  to  think  of 
somebody  to  call.  Shirley  was  out  of  circulation;  his 
mother  had  written  him  at  Thanksgiving  time  that 
she  was  engaged  to  some  salesman,  an  older  man 
with  a   good  job. 

He  decided  to  call  Jane  Burrows,  the  girl  who  used 
to  help  him  with  his  themes  and  who  urged  him  to 
go  to  college  when  he  had  the  chance.  Not  very  pretty, 
but  a  swell  girl.  Too  bad  her  father  didn't  make 
enough  to  send  her  to  school.  There  was  something 
wrong  with  a  system  that  sent  dumb  football  players 
to  college  while  smart  girls  like  Jane  had  to  stay 
home.  She  was  home  when  he  called,  and  she  seemed 
really  glad  to  hear  from  him.  After  each  of  them 
knew  that  the  other  was  fine,  thank  you,  he  asked 
her  for  a  date.  She  was  awfully  sorry,  but  she  had  a 
date.  He  was  sorry,  too,  and  he  tried  to  keep  the 
conversation  going  in  order  to  avoid  an  awkward 
pause  that  would  embarrass  both  of  them,  but  after 
a  few  forced  attempts,  he  knew  she  wouldn't  be  able 
to  hand  back  the  same  campus  slang  and  gossip.  The 
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CliikWdr|['J'H'Efc'RE£TlNiG~wa'§/ brief;'  Th^l  card  was  made 
of  I  yomeliglossy  staS,  )ni[i|rinted  witlif  angular  markg 
atld'  the  one  -woi-d;  ,  j 

■'Ciicerio,''  Jim  repeated.  An  atti^^ctive  word  and 
'\i^il  of  -paper,  he  tliQugl)t,  turning  the  card  over  to  read 
a«  signatpre.  4  di^iilpckive  Christmas  card.  Modernis- 
r,tic,  l"i€  suppoaed :  something  new  in  place  of  the  fra- 
ctional candlie  and  nkitivity  scenes.  Unusual  paper, 
too — smootlr,  silvery,  almost  lilie  the  shiny  silver  bulb 
hanging  on  the  jChristmas  tree  in  front  of  him. 

Following  family  tradition,  they  had  waited  until 
Christmas  ove  to-trim  the  tree.  Jim  had  been  draping 
tinsel  and  stringjwg  lights  for  the  last  three  hours.  He 
was  tirecji^  'TTie  rest  of  the  family  had  already  gone  to 
bed,  but 'he  had  stayed  downstairs  to  look  over  the 
Christmas  cards  which  had  received  only  a  hasty 
glance  that  afternoon. 

"Pleasant  custom,"  he  said  to  himself.  "Wonder  if 
anyone  ever  bothers  to  read  what  he's  sending."'  He 
stared  at  the  decorated  tree.  The  silver  bulb  dangled 
lightly  from  the  tip  of  one  green  limb,  catching  and 
reflecting  the  glow  of  the  many  colored  lights  around 
it,  until  its  original  silver  was  almost  obliterated.  The 
reflected  light  played  over  the  cotton  snow  under  the 
tree,  turning  its  whiteness  into  a  soft,  multicolored 
radiance.  He  leaned  down,  catching  his  own  dis- 
torted reflection  in  the  glassy  surface. 

Strange,  thought  Jim,  how  the  lights  kept  moving 
over  the  spherical  glass.  They  seemed  to  form  pat- 
terns— patterns  shifting  from  one  grotesque  form  to 
another.  A  glittering,  incongruous  mass  of  red  and 
yellow;  streaks  of  green,  blending,  separating  like 
colored  oils  spilled  on  water,  or  like  crowds  of  gayly 
dressed  people  hurrying  and  jostling  one  another  in 
the  last  mad  rush  of  Christmas  shopping.  There  was 
the  child,  dressed  in  scarlet  coat  and  leggings;  there 
a  girl  wearing  green;  an  old  man  in  yellow  scarf  and 
mittens. 

As  Jim  watched,  the  images  seemed  to  become 
clearer.  A  man  hurried  by,  dragging  a  cart  full  of 
packages  tied  with  holiday  ribbons — red,  green,  and 
gold.  Two  women  drew  near,  talking  and  gesturing. 
In  the  background,  a  store  window  attracted  their 
attention  and  they  walked  away  to  see  it.  A  small  boy 
came,  looking  downward,  searching  the  ground  with 
his  eyes.  He  stooped  and  picked  something  up.  Jim 
leaned  forward  to  see  what  it  was.  The  boy  looked  up 
and  held  out  his  hands  toward  him. 
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"See,"  he  said,  smiling,  "I  thought  I  had  lost  it."  In 
his  hands  was  a  small  dog.  At  first  glance,  Jim  thought 
it  was  real,  so  cleverly  was  the  form  carved,  but  upon 
touching  the  cold  wood  he  realized  his  mistake.  The 
child  walked  away,  hugging  his  toy.  Jim  turned  to 
watch  him,  and  as  he  did  so,  his  sleeve  brushed 
against  the  low  branch  of  a  fir  tree  growing  nearby. 
The  contact  startled  him.  The  branch,  instead  of  be- 
ing supple,  was  stiff,  bruising  his  arm  slightly. 

He  looked  closer  at  the  tree.  The  needles  were 
straight  and  sharp.  He  crushed  one  between  his 
fingers.  It  snapped  as  if  it  were  dead  and  dry.  How- 
ever it  was  not  brown,  but  green,  a  dark  smooth 
green.  The  trunk,  too,  was  smooth  and  straight.  He 
reached  through  the  branches  and  took  hold  of  it.  To 
his  amazement,  with  a  slight  movement  of  his  arm, 
he  lifted  the  whole  tree  from  the  ground.  It  came  up 
easily.  Astonishingly  light  in  weight,  the  tree  was 
perfectly  formed,  needles  all  the  same  length  and  the 
branches  tapering  to  an  exact  apex  at  the  top. 

He  set  it  down  again,  almost  expecting  the  tree  to 
remain  upright  in  its  perfect  rigidity,  but  it  toppled 
over  on  the  side,  and.  like  a  fragile  bit  of  brickbrac 
synthetically  spun  from  glass,  crumbled  into  a  fine  dust. 

Jim  stared  at  the  broken  heap  lying  in  the  snow. 
He  stooped  down  to  touch  the  greenish  bits,  when 
suddenly  a  loud,  shrill  sound  rent  the  air.  Startled,  he 
looked  around  him  to  find  where  the  sound  had  come 
from.  In  the  busy  street,  no  one  seemed  to  have  paid 
the  slightest  attention  to  it.  Jim  approached  a  man 
selling  printed  banners  which  read,  "Peace,  good  will 
to  men." 

"Could  you  tell  me,"  he  asked,  "what  the  noise  was 
that  I  just  heard?" 

"Bells,"  replied  the  man,  "church  bells  in  the  tower 
over  there.  Nice  and  loud,  aren't  they?  The  mayor 
gave  them  to  the  town  this  year.  Sort  of  a  special 
Christmas  present." 

"I  see,"  said  Jim. 

"A  merry  Christmas  to  you,  sir,"  cried  the  man, 
hoisting  his  pack  of  banners  to  his  shoulders  and  going 
on  down  the  street. 

It  had  started  to  snow  and  the  large  flakes  de- 
scended swiftly,  settling  on  the  green  fir  boughs  and 
the  glistening  roofs  of  the  shops.  Jim  brushed  the 
flakes  from  his  coat  sleeve.  Strangely  enough,  the 
white  bits  did  not  feel  cold  to  his  fingers.    He  scooped 
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by  dave  ekberg 


On  page  3  of  this  Parrot  there 
is  an  advertisement,  published 
by  the  American  Society  for 
the  Preservation  of  Democ- 
racy. Just  as  an  experiment, 
let's  see  what  you  believe  after 
reading  it  take  this  test: 

1.  If  you  read  past  the  first 
column  of  copy  give  your- 
self 10  points, 

2.  If  you  read  all  of  the  copy,  add  another  5  points. 

3.  If  you  said  to  yourself,  "I  think  I'll  write  and  see 
if  I  can't  help  in  this  mess,"  give  yourself  25  points, 

4.  If  you  hate  all  Nazis,  add  another  10  points, 

5.  If  you  think  all  aliens  should  he  deported,  add  25 
points, 

6.  If  you  believe  that  Real  Americans  are  the  back- 
bone  of   all  freedom    and   justice,    add   10   points, 

7.  If  you  think  the  ad  must  be  printed  by  some  propa- 
gandist, deduct  a  couple  of  hundred  points. 

Add  up  the  total. 

If  your  score  on  this  quiz  is  fifty  points  or  more,  you 
are  what  I  call  a  "sucker"  and  the 
finest  kind  of  cannon-fodder.  As 
propaganda  "suckers,"  most  of  us 
are  eligible,  because  most  of  us  be- 
lieve implicitly  and  without  question 
most  of  what  we  read. 

With  newspapers,  radios,  movies, 
and  books  blazing  and  screaming 
opinions  at  us,  it  is  difficult,  now 
that  we  are  passing  through  war 
times,  to  see  where  truth  lies  and 
where  falsehood. 

With  various  nationalistic  and 
financial  interests  bidding  for  our 
favor,  it  is  necessary,  if  we  are  to 
stay  out  of  World  War  II,  that  we 
use  the  intellect  college  students  are 
purported  to  have  and  reason  our 
war  through  everything  we  read. 

The  advertisement  on  page  3  is  an  amateur,  blunder- 
ing thing  when  compared  with  the  ads,  news  stories, 
movies,  and  magazines  we  see  every  day — all  of  which 
contain  the  subtle  workings  of  master  propagandists 
.  for  causes  as  far  removed  as  Pepsodent  and  the  French 
army. 

What  does  all  this  mean? 

It  means  that  we  must  become  critical  of  propaganda 
in  all  its  obvious  or  subtle  forms,  which  means  that 
we  must  know  how  it  is  possible  for  men  to  work  with 
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Wherein  it  is  shown  that  all  who  read 
do  not  reason  —  and  that  what  P.  T. 
Barnunn  said  is  true — except  that  there 
is  a  crook  born  every  hour  to  fleece 
the  60  fools  .  . . 


our  emotions  in  order  to  make 
us  like  or  dislike  Pepsodent 
for  its  irium,  Luckies  for  their 
scientific  toasting,  the  French 
because  they  live  in  a  democ- 
racy, the  Germans  because 
they  don't. 

For  this  purpose  the  Insti- 
tute for  Propaganda  Analysis 
was  organized  in  1937,  with  our 

own  Dean  Ernest  O.   Melby   acting   as   vice-president. 

The  agency  of  the  Institute  has  been  a  monthly  letter, 

"to    help    the    intelligent    citizen    detect    and    analyze 

propaganda." 

The  Institute  early   set  up   a  list  of  seven  common 

propaganda  devices: 

1.  The  Name  Calling  Device, 

2.  The  Glittering  Generalities  Device, 

3.  The  Transfer  Device, 

4.  The  Testimonial  Device, 

5.  The  Plain  Folks  Device, 

6.  The  Card  Stacking  Device, 

7.  The  Band  Wagon  Device. 
Looking  back  again  at  the  ad  of 
the  fictitious  "American  Society  for 
the  Preservation  of  Democracy," 
we  see  that  all  seven  of  these  de- 
vices were  used. 

The  Name  Calling  Device  was 
used  twice :  once  when  Bleyersteen 
was  called  a  Nazi  and  an  immigrant, 
names  with  emotional  connotations, 
and  again  when  Robert  Thomas  was 
lauded  with  the  titles  of  prominent 
lawyer,  novelist,  and  philosopher. 
The  one  image  is  purposefully  creat- 
ed ugly  and  distasteful,  the  other 
fair  and  worthy.  The  reader  is  also 
called  a  REAL  AMERICAN,  which 
has  its  effect  upon  his  ego. 
The  Glittering  Generalities  Device 
may  be  illustrated  by  the  use  of  such  phrases  as,  "a 
symbol  of  freedom  and  justice  in  the  United  States." 
The  Transfer  Device  refers  to  such  uses  as  we  made 
of  the  American  flag  as  an  emotion-arousing  emblem. 
The  prestige  of  the  flag  is  carried  over  and  connected 
with  the  less  deserving  aims  of  the  propagandist. 

The  Testimonial  Device  is  most  common  in  com- 
mercial advertising,  but  in  the  Society's  ad,  it  is  used 
in  the  form  of  a  quotation  from  the  fictitious  Robert 
Thomas,    endorsing    the    work    of    the    Society.     Here 

Continued  on  page  41 


Bob  Salveson 
concludes  that 
play  is  work 
for .  .  . 


Squaring  off  for  the  ''^Schooner. 


'^^^' 


an 


d 


After  watching  the  Northwestern 
band  go  through  its  maneuvers  this 
whole  fall,  we  got  to  wondering  just 
who  was  responsible  for  the  intri- 
guing spectacles  we  saw  and  how 
they  "got  that  way  " 

Upon  investigation,  we  found  that 
a  short,  bespectacled,  and  enthusias- 
tic man  named  Bainum — the  same 
that  mounts   the   platform — was  the 


general  manager  of  the  exhibition.  At 
the  top  of  the  narrow  back  stairs  of 
Fisk  Hall  (they  are  located  on  the 
north  side  of  the  building  and  are 
hardly  ever  used)  is  the  office  of 
Glen  Cliffe  Bainum,  Director  of  the 
University  Band.  Overflowing  brief- 
cases, well-stocked  filing  cabinets, 
and  two  desks  laden  with  official 
papers   tell   of  both  the   industry   of 


the  man  and  the  responsibilities  of 
his  position.  If  you  see  a  light  burn- 
ing in  Fisk  Hall  very  late  some  Fri- 
day night  during  the  football  season 
next  fall,  you  will  know  that  it  is 
Director  Bainum  working  tirelessly 
on  the  final  preparations  for  the 
band's  part  in  the  Saturday  game, 
for  more  than  once  has  he  stayed 
awake  all  night  to  make  certain  that 
the  band  would  put  forth  its  best 
performance. 

All  work  and  no  pay. 

While  the  members  of  the  North- 
western band  seem  to  get  less  in 
return  for  their  work  than  any  other 
band  in  the  Big  Ten,  nevertheless 
their  fine  morale  has  enabled  them 
to  offer  consistently  superior  demon- 
strations. At  other  Big  Ten  schools 
where  R.  O.  T.  C.  units  have  been 
established,  band  members  are  ex- 
cused from  drill  work  in  the  univer- 
sity regiments.  After  the  first  two 
years,  drill  work  is  no  longer  com- 
pulsory, and  band  members  are 
frequently  given  scholarship  grants 
thereafter.  For  instance,  at  Illinois 
and  several  other  schools,  men  who 
have  completed  two  years  in  the 
band  as  a  substitute  for  otherwise 
compulsory  military  training  and 
who  are  retained  in  the  concert  band 
during  their  junior  and  senior  years 
are  refunded  their  entire  tuition.  At 
Northwestern,     however,      member- 
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ship  in  the  band  is  purely  voluntary, 
and  it  means  only  free  trips  to  the 
out-of-town  games  and  exemption 
from  the  general  physical  education 
courses  during  the  freshman  and 
sophomore  years.  It  is  certainly  a 
feather  in  Northwestern' s  hat  to  have 
a  total  enrollment  of  one  hundred 
and  fifty  in  the  university  band,  while 
having  the  second  smallest  under- 
graduate body  in  the  Big  Ten. 

Practice  at  one. 

The  practice  sessions  of  the  band 
are  held  under  difficult  circum- 
stances. During  the  football  season 
this  voluntary  organization  practices 
three  times  a  week — on  Monday, 
Wednesday,  and  Thursday.  Because 
of  conflict  chiefly  with  laboratories 
on  these  days,  between  twenty  and 
fifty  band  members  are  unable  to 
attend  practice.  For  this  apparently 
unavoidable  reason  it  is  only  at  the 
half-hour  pre-game  practice  at  one 
o'clock  each  Saturday  that  the  band 
is  together  as  a  unit  for  the  first  time 
during  any  particular  week.  Unlike 
other  Big  Ten  schools,  Northwestern 
does  not  have  the  aid  of  the  R.O.T.C. 
in  the  practice  drills.  Consequently, 
Mr.  Bainum  must  act  as  both  mili- 
tary leader  and  as  musical  director. 

What  Northwestern  lacks  in  time 
and  military  supervision  is  compen- 
sated for  by  an  intricate  charting 
system  and  a  well-organized  system 
of  drilling.  Charts  describing  in  de- 
tail the  part  which  each  man  plays  in 
the  various  maneuvers  are  dis- 
tributed each  week.  Each  chart  is 
individually  marked  in  red  pencil 
for  each  band  member.  So  efficient 
is  this  system  that  several  years  ago, 
before  a  group  of  visitors,  the  band 
was  given  three  minutes  to  memorize 
three  different  charts ;  without  look- 
ing again  at  the  charts  the  entire 
band  was  ordered  to  exhibit  the  for- 
mations they  had  just  learned.  They 
went  through  all  three  maneuvers 
without  a  single  error.  The  practice 
field,  which  at  game  time  is  con- 
verted into  a  parking  lot  directly 
west  of  Dyche  Stadium,  is  marked 
with  chalked  lines  exactly  corre- 
sponding to  those  on  the  regular  play- 
ing field.  Bainum  conducts  the  re- 
hearsals from  a  stand  fifteen  feet  in 
height,  and  he  is  able  to  see  each 
one  of  the  band  members  from  this 
position.  Even  a  public  address  sys- 
tem has  been  provided  for  the  prac- 
tices.   In  the  near  future  the  facilities 


may  be  expanded  to  include  fiood- 
lights  so  that  rehearsals  can  be  held 
later  during  the  short  days  of  Novem- 
ber. While  the  Northwestern  band 
has  never  been  able  to  achieve  the 
mechanical  marching  perfection  of 
the  Purdue  band,  the  originality  and 
variety  of  its  formations  and  its 
musical  selections  have  more  than 
offset  this  failing.  Few  students  will 
forget  the  prairie  schooner  demon- 
strated during  the  Oklahoma  game 
and  the  map  of  the  United  States 
displayed  in  the  Purdue  game.  To 
Tony  Trotto,  a  student  in  the  School 
of  Music  and  a  clarinet  player  of 
unusual  ability,  goes  much  of  the 
credit  for  the  modern  arrangements 
played  this  year.  Some  of  the  fan- 
fares were  his  own  compositions. 

One  reason  for  the  band's  success 
has  been  the  splendid  support  it  has 
received  from  "Tug"  Wilson  and  the 
athletic  department.  When  three  in- 
stead of  the  usual  two  out-of-town 
games  were  scheduled  this  fall,  the 
athletic  department  didn't  hesitate 
to  make  the  increased  appropria- 
tions for  the  band.  Funds  for  Pull- 
mans and  extra  meals  were  immedi- 
ately available.  The  band  is  also 
provided  with  a  crew  of  thirteen  as- 
sistants who  keep  the  public  address 
system  in  order,  mark  charts,  paste 
sheets  of  music  together,  and  handle 
the  larger  instruments.  Movies  are 
taken  of  all  performances  of  the 
band;  these  are  shown  to  the  band 
members  in  the  same  way  that  pic- 
tures are  shown  to  our  football  team. 

Another  reason  for  the  band's  suc- 
cess is  Fred  Elbel,  head  drum  major 
and  Bainum's  first  assistant.  Fred, 
who  is  a  junior  in  the  School  of  Music 


and  a  member  of  Phi  Kappa  Psi, 
has  been  twirling  a  baton  for  seven 
years.  Only  once  in  thirty-six  times 
has  he  missed  catching  the  baton 
after  throwing  it  over  the  crossbar — 
his  first  attempt  at  Central  High  in 
South  Bend.  He  spends  almost  as 
much  time  as  a  football  player  in 
preparation  for  the  frequent  work- 
outs at  Dyche  Stadium.  Since  physi- 
cal fitness  is  essential  to  a  Big  Ten 
twirler,  Fred  spends  his  week-day 
energy  marching  up  and  down  the 
beach  of  Lake  Michigan  so  that  his 
shows  on  Saturday  will  be  performed 
without  error.  More  than  two  hours 
every  day  are  devoted  to  practicing 
his   intricate   figurations. 

A  good  major  domo. 

"A  good  major  domo,"  says  Elbel, 
''must  combine  musical  knowledge 
and  a  sense  of  rhythm  with  military 
precision  in  signaling  and  footing. 
It  is  also  necessary  that  he  be  an 
accomplished  twirler  and  strutter." 
Fred  has  five  batons  which  he  uses 
interchangeably  according  to  weath- 
er conditions.  When  it  is  windy  or 
rainy  he  uses  a  heavy  one,  and  un- 
der ideal  conditions  he  uses  a  lighter 
one.  Musical  ability  seems  to  run 
in  his  family,  for  one  of  his  uncles 
is  the  composer  of  the  far-famed 
"Michigan  Victor's  March,"  and  for 
many  years  his  father  was  conduc- 
tor of  the  South  Bend  symphonic 
band. 

Though  our  Northwestern  band 
may  not  be  the  largest  or  the  most 
perfectly  drilled  unit  we  may  have 
seen,  its  originality  and  pep  stiU 
make  it  a  candidate  for  Big  Ten 
top   honors. 
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A  band  diagram  for  "Sooner  Schooner"  formed  from  original  square. 
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Jj^n  theie  chaotic  times,  faith 
takes  a  tyeatina.  ^or  instance — 


There  Was  Junior 


y  p 


hil  hi 


•"There  ain't  no  Santa  Claus."  Junior 
said  this  to  himself.  Junior  had 
reached  the  age  of  eight.  And  Junior 
was  a  skeptic.  For  as  anyone  knows, 
the  ages  from  one  to  forty-nine  and 
from  fifty  to  one  hundred  are  the 
ages  of  skepticism.  Particularly  so 
are  the  years  of  eight,  fourteen,  and 
nineteen. 

Junior  was  a  skeptic  because  Jun- 
ior questioned  the  existence  of  Santa 
Claus.  And  now  it  was  Christmas 
time.  What  is  Christmas,  what  does 
it  mean  if  it  has  not  St.  Nicholean 
significance?  True,  Junior  had  re- 
ceived great  fame  for  blocks  around 
as  the  Great  Unbeliever,  but  that  is 
hardly  compensation  for  a  loss  of 
Faith. 

And  so  that  evening  a  week  before 
Christmas  when  Mother  and  Father 
were  stumbling  around  the  house. 
Junior  was  strangely  quiet  and  re- 
tiring. It  wasn't  that  he  was  cynical 
or  sneering.  He  was  just  pursued 
by  doubts  —  doubts  that  festered 
within  him.  'Was  it  worth  it  all,  he 
asked  himself?  Was  it?  Mother  and 
Father  didn't  notice  his  lack  of  en- 
thusiasm that  was  so  characteristic 
of  him  on  previous  Christmas-tides 
when  he  helped  hang  up  the  stock- 
ings, decorate  the  tree,  and  get  in 
everybody's  way.  They  were  too 
busy  hanging  up  stockings,  decorat- 
ing the  tree,  and  getting  in  each 
other's  way  to  notice  him.  Finally, 
when  Father  called  for  the  star  with 
which  to  crown  the  tree,  he  noticed 
the  absence  of  his  namesake. 

"Junior,"  he  called.  Junior  was  no- 
where to  be  seen.  "Junior,"  he  called 
more  loudly.  Still  no  Junior.  Mutter- 
ing to  himself,  he  fell  down  the  lad- 
der and  picked  up  the  star.  It  wasn't 
until  Mother  called  to  Junior  for 
some  other  help  that  the  two  really 
noticed  his  lack  of  cooperation.  When 
they    tried    to    seek    him    out    they 


Miman 


couldn't  find  him.  They  looked  every- 
where— they  called  for  him  with 
loud  voices.  Their  fears  were  quieted 
when  they  finally  found  him  in  his 
bedroom. 

"Are  you  sick,  dear?"  Mother 
asked   quickly. 

"Huh-uh." 

"Let  me  feel  your  head  .  .  .  no. 
you  don't  have  a  fever." 

Father  became  impatient.  Father 
was  an  impatient  man.  "Well,  what's 
wrong  then?"  he  growled.  Junior 
muttered  something  and  turned  over 
to  go  back  to  sleep. 

Mother  asked  kindly,  "But  don't 
you  want  to  help  with  the  tree  and 
everything?" 

"Oh,  that  ..."  Junior  muttered 
disparagingly.  Mother  and  Father 
looked  at  each  other.  They  recog- 
nized the  first  symptoms  and  a  look 
of  understanding  flashed  between 
them. 


"Perhaps  Junior  is  tired,"  Mother 
said. 

"Yeh,  maybe  he's  tired,"  Father 
echoed. 

"Junior,    are    you    tired?"    Junior      ( 
muttered  some  answer. 

"Or  maybe  he  just  doesn't  care 
about  Santa  Claus  anymore."  This 
time  no  answer  came  from  the  little 
bed,  and  Mother  and  Father  realized 
that  their  assumption  of  Agnosticism 
was  correct.  Junior  was  losing  his 
Faith. 

Mother  whispered,  "Good  night, 
dear."  And  both  parents  tip-toed 
from  the  room.  In  the  living  room 
they  maintained  this  silence  for  a 
while. 

"Well,  what  are  we  going  to  do 
now?"  This  was  a  Crisis.  One  of 
the  several  Crises  that  families  must 
inevitably  face,  along  with  the 
periods  when  the  offspring  first  be- 
gin to  question  the  function  of  the 
Stork,  the  infallible  wisdom  of  the 
Teacher,  and  the  unassailable  beauty 
of  the  First  Love  in  fourth  grade 
when  a  blonde  newcomer  enters  the 
class. 

"I  don't  know,  what  does  one  us- 
ually do?"   offered   Father. 

"To  think  my  boy  would  come  to   ^ 
this,"    moaned    Mother.    " a    dis- 
believer! In  no  time  he'll  be  a  .  .  . 
a  ...  a  communist!" 

"Oh.  stop  it,"  comforted  Father. 
"It's   not  that   serious." 

Confjniied   on   page   29 


''^Junior  was  a  skeptic 
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Slick  Twacy  and  the  Bloody  Phantom 

or 

Only  Eight  More  Shopping  Days 

Till  Christmas 

CAST: 

Slick  Twacy — the  Terror  of  the  un- 
derworld,   a    post-grad    B.M.O.C. 
(Big  Man  on  Crimes) 
Sally  Strongheart — The  little  woman. 
Buddy  Boy— A  B.M.O.C.  (see  above) 
in  a  minor  way.    Also  a  confusing 
element. 
Two  Chinamen 
A  train 
A  subway 
A  fried  egg 

ACT  ONE 
Scene  I 

Time:  Due  to  war  scares, 
all  information  is  at  a 
minimum 
Place:    Censored 
Action:  Ditto 
Scene  II 

Time:   Christmas  Eve 
Place:  The  living  room  in 
Sally's  home 
SALLY:    "Merry  Christmas,   Shck." 
{She  kisses  him,  first  removing  the 
star  jrom  Twacy  who  is  disguised 
as  a  Christmas  tree.) 
TWACY:   {In  his  usual  concise  man- 
ner) "Merry  Christmas,  and  it  will 
be  a  merry  one,  too,  now  that  Big 
Boy  Charlie  is  taken  care  of  and 
Headless  Doc  is  in  the  cooler  [tech- 
nical term  for  jug].  "I  .  .  ." 
BUDDY  BOY:    {Enters  disguised  as 
an  airplane)  "Zoom  Zoom  Zoom." 
(exits) 


TWACY:  {Finishing  speech  which 
was  interrupted  by  entrance  of 
Buddy  Boy)  '.  .  .  me!" 

Scene  III 

Time:  A  few  seconds  later 
Place:  The  same 

TWACY:  {Finishing  another  speech) 
".  .  .  me! " 

{The  door  opens  and  the  Chief  en- 
ters, carrying  a  bloody  dagger  [for 
atmosphere]  and  a  sprig  of  holly 
[also  for  atmosphere]. 

CHIEF:  "Merry  Christmas,  and 
there's  been  a  murder  committed. 
Happy  New  Year,  and  we  think  it's 
a  plot  to  get  America  in  the  war." 

ALL:  "KEEP  AMERICA  OUT  OF 
WAR." 

{They  all  rise  ayid  sing  one  chorus 
of  the  Star  Spangled  Banner  as  the 
C^irtain  falls.) 

Scene  IV 

TWACY:  {Scraping  mud  ojj  an  old 
boot  and  muttering  to  himself) 
"Hmm — this  man  was  walking  on 
Rue  di  Rivoli  about  9:00,  August 
17.  He  was  wearing  a  green  tweed 
overcoat  and  one  of  those  smart 
new  five-button  Sport  Jackets.  [See 
Carson  Pirie  Men's  Store  .  .  .  Plug.] 
{He  looks  around  to  see  what  effect 
this  has  on  the  others.  There  are 
no  others.) 

Fadeout 

ACT  TWO 

Scene  I 

Place:  No  Man's  Land 
Time:   Simply  heavenly 

TWACY:  {Stumbling  heroically  along 
with  one  arm  shattered,  his  face 
blown  open,  and  walking  on  two 
bloody  stumps.)  "The  world  must 
be  saved.  I  must  get  the  message 
through  to  the  general!" 
(A  bomb  crashes  to  the  right  of 
him;  a  bomb  crashes  to  the  left  of 
him.  One  finally  hits  him.  Tem- 
porary blackout.  Two  minutes 
later,  Twacy  is  again  visible,  hav- 
ing pulled  himself  together.) 


TWACY:  "The  message— the  lines— 
the  general — the  world — " 
Still  staggering  on,  he  becomes 
hysterical,  but  his  iron  will  keeps 
him  going.  [You  just  know  he'll 
make  it.] 

Fadeowt 
Scene  II 

Place:  Living  room  of 

Sally  Strongheart's  home 
Time:  Christmas  Eve 
{Enter   Buddy   Boy   still   disguised 
as  an  airplane)   "Zoom  Zoom." 
{exits) 
CHIEF:    "Merry  Christmas,   there's 
been  a  murder."  [His  best  friend  is 
his  murder.] 
TWACY:  {Kissing  Sally  who  so  far  is 
the  only  member  of  the  cast  who 
isii't    disguised    as    anything)    I'll 
handle  it,  leave  it  to  ME." 
{All  exit  but  Buddy  Boy  who  faints 
from  exhaustion,  and  no  wonder.) 

Scene  III 

Place:   Subway  Station 
Time:  Two  years  later 
{A    train    is    whipping    'round    the 
bend.    Twacy  sights  a  lighted  dyna- 
mite fuse  on  the  track.    He  rushes 
out    and    stomps    out    the    blaze, 
throws   himself  flat   on  the   track, 
and  the  train  zooms  over  him.) 
TRAIN:   "Zoom." 

{exits) 
{Slick  dusts  himself  off  and  hands 
a  bag  of  emeralds  to  several  offi- 
cers who  have  appeared  on  the 
scene.) 
TWACY:  "Here  they  are,  fellas.  All 
1003  of  them."  [This  speech  is  de- 
Co7itinued  on  page  31 
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to  keep  the  home  fires  burning 


Pretty  soon,  comes  Santy  Claus 
Day.  Gay  though  the  idea  of  vacation 
may  be,  it  entails  a  bit  of  a  problem 
to  the  studious  (?)  little  fellow  who 
is  trying  to  insure  himself  of  a  wel- 
come in  the  "old  home  town"  after 
a  semester  of  rather  delinquent  cor- 
respondence. 

First  of  all,  there's  the  girl-you- 
left-behind-you — you've  got  to  have 
someone  to  spend  your  evenings 
with.  Too  many  evenings  with  Moth- 
er and  Dad  are  likely  to  lead  to  em- 
barrassing questions.  (You  have 
only  a  limited  number  of  explana- 
tions as  to  where  the  money  went — 
or  why  you've  received  two  flunk 
notices.)  The  girl's  (Y.L.B.Y.)  not 
glamorous  —  you've  gotten  kind  of 
used  to  glamour — but  she  has  a  heart 
of  gold  and  she'll  be  rather  easy  to 
convince   (you  hope). 

To  start  things  off,  we  would  sug- 
gest a  letter  along  the  general  lines 
of  this  one : 

Model  Letter  1 

Dearest  Darling  — , 

(A   little   thick   but   she   likes   that 

stuff.) 
I'm  so  sorry  I  haven't  written  soon- 
er but  I've  been  awfully  busy.  (Trite, 
but  it  will  get  her  in  the  mood.)  Stu- 
dies keep  piling  up.  (This  shows 
what  you've  been  busy  at,  and  leads 
up  to  the  idea  of  no  dates.)  All  I 
seem  to  find  time  to  do  is  work. 
(Don't  tell  her  on  whom.)  I  miss  the 
gang  at  home,  especially  you.  (This 
ought  to  put  you  in  solid.) 

Please  don't  get  me  anything  for 
Christmas ,  sweet, — all  I  want  is  the 
honor  of  escorting  you  around  town. 
(Besides  you  won't  have  any  money 
to  get  her  anything  after  buying  a 
bracelet  for  that  Kappa.)  Write  soon, 
dearest,  and  keep  all  your  dates 
open  for  Christmas  vacation.  (You 
don't  commit  yourself  in  case  any- 
thing else  should  turn  up — but  it  will 
sound  good  to  her.) 
Yowrs, 


P.S.  Love  and  StufJ.   (This  leaves 
you  plenty  of  room.) 


Your  actions  on  arriving  home 
should  follow  the  same  line.  If  you 
have  a  car,  it  would  be  best  to  let 
the  little  kitten  suggest  where  to  go. 
She  will  be  so  glad  to  see  you  that 
she  will  say  she  doesn't  care,  so  you 
can  go  for  a  ride.  (This  is  very  easy 
on  the  pocketbook.)  There  will  be 
quite  a  bit  of  talk  about  old  friends 


Christian  Petersen  offers 
for  the  "delinquent  cor- 
respondent" some  timely 
tips  and  model  letters  to 

1 .  The  girl  at  home. 

2.  The  old  folks. 

3.  Aunt  Maude. 


and  what  they  are  doing.  (That  is 
unless  you're  fast  and  can  skip  the 
talking.) 

After  "this"  is  over,  you  can  switch 
to  the  topic  of  how  you  get  disgusted 
sometimes  and  feel  like  going  to 
work.  (If  you  do,  you're  crazy.) 
She'll  probably  tell  you  that  after 
you  get  your  degree,  (the  one  you're 
so  much  in  doubt  about),  you'll  be 
SO  much  ahead  of  the  other  boys. 
(You  great  big  business  man!)  Then 
comes  your  song  and  dance  of  how 
hard  you've  been  working  and  you're 
having  no  chance  to  go  out.  This  is 
followed  by  a  description  of  the 
homely  coeds.  (Don't  let  this  get 
back  to  school.)  Next,  switch  the 
subject  to  her,  and  lay  on  the  honey, 
after  which  you  will  have  a  happy 
Christmas  vacation. 

Now  that  we  have  the  little  woman 
all  sewed  up,  we  can  begin  our  cam- 
paign on  the  old  folks.  Don't  make 
your  letter  too  long.  (The  change 
would  be  too  much  of  a  shock.)  Put 
on  the  Loving  Son  act — ask  about 
business     conditions.     (This     always 


pleases  Dad.  It  appeals  to  his  "Cap- 
tain of  Industry"  complex.)  Mention 
the  terrible  food  at  the  fraternity. 
(This  starts  mother  worrying  and — 
if  you're  lucky  —  baking.)  Smudge 
the  writing  a  bit  and  they'll  get  to 
talking  about  you  being  a  little  boy 
at  heart  after  all.  (This  leaves  them 
in  a   mellow  mood) : 

Model  Letter  2 

Dear  Mom  and  Dad, 

I  just  came  up  from  dinner  and 
have  started  my  work.  (It's  now  2 
a.m.)  I'm  still  hungry  and  keep 
thinking  of  dinners  at  home,  Mom. 
I  really  appreciate  your  cooking  now. 
(This  is  true  and  makes  you  feel 
very  virtuous.)  You're  a  lucky  man. 
Dad.  (Mother  and  Dad  smile  affec- 
tionately through  their  tears.)  I  know 
what  I  am  going  to  get  both  of  you  for  \ 
Christmas.  (If  you  can  borrow  the 
money.)  It  isn't  much,  but  I  hope 
you'll  like  it.  (This  implies  that  you 
haven't  much  money,  but  that  you're 
thinking  of  them.) 

Speaking  of  Christmas,  I  just  want 
to  say  that  I  have  everything  I  need, 
and  besides  I  realize  how  pressed  we 
are  for  money.  (The  martyr  line  al- 
ways goes  over  big,  and  incidentally 
leads  to  more  presents  in  the  long 
run.  "The  boy  really  is  getting  some 
common  sense,"  they  will  say.  "May- 
be we  ought  to  get  him  that 

he's  been  wanting.")  But  if  Aunt 
Maude  wants  to  get  me  somethijig, 
I  would  like  a  set  of  tails.  (This 
might  upset  the  good  effect  of  the 
preceding  sentence,  but  it's  worth 
the  chance.  You  can't  go  all  the  rest 
of  your  life  in  that  high-school  tux.) 

By  the  way,  I  had  to  buy  a  new 
set  of  accounting  books,  and  also  paid 
a  donation.  This  leaves  me  about  two 
dollars  short.  (Funny  how  they  al- 
ways believe  that  "book-buying" 
story.)  I  hate  to  ask  for  the  money, 
but  they  keep  revising  the  books — 
and  I  don't  like  to  be  without  my  \ 
text.  (Even  if  you  never  open  it.) 
My  M-II  teacher  is  a  louse.  He's 
young  and  doesn't  know  much,  and 
Continued  on  page  30 
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POIITICOSIS 

me  6yvioke  kad  clea^'ea 


With  political  activity  in  general  in  a 
dormant  state,  Politicosis  feels  that  now 
is  a  good  time  to  present  the  personnel 
of  this  year's  Student  Governing  Board 
with  a  few  of  the  facts  about  this  power- 
ful campus  body.  The  Board  has  twelve 
student  members,  elected  as  shown  in 
the  accompanying  chart,  plus  two  facul- 
ty advisers.  With  regard  to  those  stu- 
dents representing  the  various  classes, 
it  must  be  remembered  that  in  the  fall 
class  elections,  one  student  is  elected  to 
the  Student  Governing  Board  from  the 
list  of  commission  candidates  by  the 
whole  voting  population  of  each  class, 
and  is  consequently  a  commission  mem- 
ber. Then  each  commission  represented 
on  the  SGB  (sophomore,  junior,  and 
.  senior,  there  being  no  freshmen  included) 
elects  another  representative  from  the 
class  at  large.  Thus  each  class  has  two 
representatives. 

Fred  Mamer,  Phi  Kappa  Psi,  is  chair- 
man. A  senior,  this  is  his  first  year  on 
the  SGB,  although  he  had  previously  held 
a  class  office  in  his  sophomore  year. 
Business  manager  of  the  1940  Syllabus,  he 
is  intelligent  and  capable,  with  a  pleasant 
personality,  although  somewhat  dogmatic 
tendencies  sometimes  arouse  enmity 
among  his  colleagues.  He  has  not  been 
a  strong  chairman  so  far  while  getting 
the  feel  of  his  position  but  is  improving 
rapidly  as  a  leader.  Very  conscientious, 
he  is  steady  but  not  brilliant. 

Bob  Knox,  Sigma  Chi,  was  elected 
from  the  senior  class  at  large  and  was 
Mamer's  opponent  for  chairman  of  the 
Board.  President  of  his  house,  he  has 
more  than  a  fair  amount  of  prestige, 
and  is  at  the  same  time  very  personable 
and  a  good  worker  although  sometimes 
a  bit  easy-going.  Somewhat  swayed  by 
politics. 

J.  J.  Smith,  another  senior,  was  elected 
by  the  Northwestern  Association  of  Inde- 
pendents as  representing  independent 
women.  She  is  conscientious  and  a  good 
worker,  but  not  too  well-liked.  This  is 
her  second  year  on  the  Board  and  in  ad- 
dition she  has  participated  in  a  number 
of  other  campus  activities,  mostly  center- 
ing around  the  independents.  She  feels 
her  way  slowly  before  entering  into  dis- 
cussions of  problems.  A  master  diplomat, 
she  always  tries  to  be  tactful  and  avoid 
unpleasant  occurrences.  Misses  the  lead- 
ership of  Chevlin. 

Bob  Rathburn,  representing  independ- 
ent men,  is  a  junior  and  an  outstanding 
asset  to  the  Board.  Intelligent,  he  tries 
very  hard  to  be  fair,  even  to  the  extent 
of  bending  over  backward  and  being  dog- 
matic to  avoid  being  partial.  He  has 
high  ability  and  the  courage  of  his  con- 
victions, but  is  not  always  too  well  liked 
by  his  associates.  Very  active  on  cam- 
pus since  his  freshman  year. 


AI  Boulton,  Phi  Kappa  Sigma,  broke 
into  the  limelight  last  month  when  he 
was  elected  to  the  Board  with  a  high 
plurality  by  the  "Big  Four"  coalition. 
Generally  well-liked,  he  is  faced  with 
some  antagonism  as  the  result  of  that 
coalition.  He  is  fairly  conscientious  and 
is  a  strong  personality  in  discussions. 
Often  blunt  and  outspoken,  he  can  be 
very  pleasant  to  those  he  likes.  He  is 
definitely  a  factor  to  be  reckoned  with  and 
is  a  strong  fraternity  man. 

The  other  junior  representative,  elected 
from  the  class  at  large  is  Bob  Stecher, 
another  Phi  Kap.  Although  well-liked, 
he  has  had  no  experience  before,  but 
balances  that  by  being  very  conscien- 
tious. He  has  fair  ability,  but  being  a 
newcomer  in  affairs,  has  not  yet  had  a 
chance  to  be  tried.  Also  a  strong  frater- 
nity man,  following  Boulton. 

Representing  open-house  women  is 
Marguerite  Tapley,  a  senior  who  is  filling 
out  her  second  year  with  the  Board.  Con- 
scientious and  fair,  she  is  not  a  dominant 
force  or  a  leader,  rarely  expressing  her- 
self positively.  Well-liked  by  virtually 
everyone,  she  makes  a  good  fill-in  on  the 
personnel. 

The  inter-house  council  sent  Jack  White 
to  the  Board.  He  is  active  in  discussion 
but  tries  to  be  conciliatory  and  soft- 
spoken,  with  the  result  that  he  is  prob- 
ably too  passive.  Fairly  well-liked  be- 
cause   he    arouses    no     antagonism,     he 


seems  to  be  passively  interested  in  the 
open  house  set-up.  Has  nominal  ability 
but  is  hard  working,  carrying  weight, 
however,  only  with  his  own  faction  on  the 
Board.    Definitely  plays  no  politics. 

Myron  Piker,  Phi  Ep,  a  junior  repre- 
senting the  interfraternity  council,  is  a 
boy  with  a  great  deal  of  ability.  Origin- 
ally coached  by  Frankel,  he  is  absolutely 
able  to  stand  on  his  own  feet,  combining 
intelligence  with  industry  and  sincere 
interest  in  the  affairs  both  of  the  Board 
and  the  I-F  council.  His  views  with  re- 
gard to  fraternity-independent  problems 
are  very  fair.  Respected  by  the  Board, 
he  is  one  of  their  best  men. 

Elected  by  the  corresponding  body  for 
women  (Pan-Hellenic  council),  Gladys 
Northquist,  Zeta  Tau  Alpha,  is  a  senior 
also  serving  her  second  year.  She  is 
affable  and  a  good  worker,  her  word 
probably  carrying  more  weight  than  that 
of  any  other  girl  on  the  Board.  Quite 
unprejudiced,  she  is  not  too  forceful,  be- 
cause of  a  reticence  to  speak.  She  does 
not  have  a  strong  Greek  viewpoint. 

Bob  Salveson,  Phi  Gam,  and  Russ 
Cobb,  Delt,  are  newcomers  representing 
the  sophomore  commission  and  class  at 
large,  respectively.  Salveson  has  a  good 
mind,  but  keeps  to  himself  on  the  whole. 
Has  high  ability  but  is  not  a  dominant 
force,  due  to  his  reserve  which  makes 
him  hard  to  understand.  He  is  a  fairly 
strong  fraternity  man. 

Cobb  has  a  pleasant  personality  with 
a  touch  of  Joe  College  flavor.  He  is  not 
a  hard  worker  nor  unduly  conscientious. 
Although  he  takes  part  in  discussions,  he 
offers  little  constructive  criticism  and 
carries  little  weight.  A  strong  fraternity 
man. 

Professor  Raymond  G.  Carey  is  one  of 

the  faculty's  two  representatives  on  the 

Board.    Of  an  active  nature,  he  is  a  keen 

political  observer   and   very   much   alive 

ContinmA  on  page  37 
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PRE-SEASON  SHOTS 


Tom  McMahan 

offer  his 

cagey  prophecies 

on  basketball 

futures. 


Now  THAT  THE  local  footballs  are 
stored  away  for  the  winter  and  the 
cold  bleachers  of  Dyche  stadium  are 
deserted  until  next  fall.  Northwest- 
ern students  can  drop  in  at  Patten 
gym  and  take  a  few  inquisitive  looks 
at  the  new  1940  basketball  team. 

Most  of  us  know  that  basketball  is 
the  most  popular  American  sport  if 
attendance  is  any  indication  of  its 
importance,    but    few    of   us    realize 

that   the    wide-open    Big    Ten   brand  once  more  has  been  living  normally. 

is  as  rough  and  tough  as  football  or  Now  if  none  of  his  star  players  flunk 

hockey.  For  instance,  as  early  as  the  out  of  school  and  if  the  roof  of  the 

first  weeks  of  practice,  Les  Harmon  gymnasium  doesn't  spring  a  leak  and 

lost  four  of  his  front  teeth,  and  that  warp  the  hardwood  floor,  Lonborg's 

was  while  he  was  playing  against  his  only  worry  will  be  his  team, 

own   teammates.      In   the    course    of  The    questions    most   important   to 

an  ordinary   game  the   average  col-  Northwestern,   though,   are  who  will 

lege  player  runs  the  distance  of  two  piay  this  year  and  how  many  games 

and    one-half    miles.      The    average  ^ill  we  win.     With  good  material,  a 

player  also  uses  four  pairs  of  basket-  fine    coach,    and    the    desire    to    win 

ball   shoes   in   each  four-month   sea-  games,  the  team  certainly  has  poten- 

son,    and   don't   think   for    a    minute  tialities.  And  one  of  the  largest  points 

that  the  shoes  wear  out  from  lying  in  its  favor  will  be  a  sparkling  group 

at  the  bottom  of  a  locker.  Basketball  of     rising     sophomores.      Freshman 

is    a   hard,    driving    game   from   the  coach    "Rut"    "Walter    confidentially 

sound  of  the  starter's  whistle  to  the  admitted  that  last  year's  frosh  squad 

firing  of  the  gun   at  the  end  of  the  ^as    one    of    the    best    he    has    ever 

last  quarter.     Eliminating  the  jump  coached.     While  we  may  lose  some 

at  center  may  have  given  the  spec-  of  our  opening  games.  Big  Ten  cprn- 

tators    more    enjoyment,    but    it    cut  petition  should  devejc^p'k^e  .^^^se 

fifteen  seconds  of  rest  for  the  players  sophomores    into  ,^!^yu\s  Wfhe 

before  each  tip-off.  team  ,      //  ,\       v^  I 

team.  ,.    ^y      (  /    ,:  i 

It  is  the  vacations  at  Thanksgiving  We  re  not  br9adfcastiNgyany  great 

and  at  Christmas  which  the  Big  Ten  secret  when  ;^ife^ay  thaVlip^bo^g  is 

basketball      player     really      misses.  groorrJhg''>orle  ^j^ticumT  sophcroc 

While  most  of  us  went  home  during  for  anUhiiJor^rrt  Derth  ojl  his^^qijintet. 

Thanksgiving,      the      Northwestern  Apaturar  basH^tBai^^^er  Mkeipick 

team  not  only  stayed  on  campus  but  /lOelp,  |o  Ibeyjrttwkhr'^  i^  bi^  enpugh 

also  practiced  twice  a  day.    Between  ^^'i^oldi  Ifis /m\'m"ugt|Jer   the   bBsket. 

the     practice     sessions     during     the  /Eisi6se^i^nfy/scrirnlj5.es  for  tRmball 

basketball    season    our    cagers    will  \(\Dbuhd»^.^,j\the^  bask,boa/tl    ajfen't 

play  about  twenty  exhausting  games,  >t€fe  Wrtif 

and  if  they  are  lucky  they  may  have  M^firiorm,' 

a  chance  to  go  home  for  three  days  art) 

over   Christmas   vacation.  trortlyj 

The  game  is  tough  on  the  coaches, 
too.  Until  recently  coach  "Dutch" 
Lonborg  had  serious  intentions  of 
practicing  under  the  street  lights  on 
Sheridan  Road,  but  now  that  Patten 
gym  is  not  to  be  dismantled  until  the 
basketball   season   is   over,    "Dutch"      Johnny    Welsh. 


fmg    newcomer    is 
He    is    both    a    fine 


passer  and  a  scrappy  defensive  play- 
er. Worthy  of  particular  interest  is 
Don  Kruger,  former  Fenwick  star. 
While  he  missed  the  first  weeks  of 
practice  because  of  participation  in 
football,  he  should  soon  add  his  of- 
fensive ability  to  the  power  of  the 
team.  While  drawing  talent  from 
the  football  team,  we  might  mention 
that  big  Don  Clawson,  the  Purple's 
hard-driving  fullback,  played  a 
flashy  game  at  center  last  year  on 
the  freshman  team.  The  sophomores 
are  new  and  untried,  but  upon  their 
development  depends  either  the  suc- 
cess or  failure  of  Northwestern's 
efforts   in   the   1940   basketball   race. 

The  seasoned  veterans,  of  course, 
are  not  to  be  forgotten.  While  few 
in  number,  they  compare  favorably 
with  any  other  second  or  third  year 
men  in  the  Big  Ten.  Recollection  will  % 
disclose  that  Les  Harmon,  Ag  Vance, 
Chuck  Melchoir,  Bob  Shepard  and 
Al  Butherus  are  the  only  members 
of  this  year's  team  who  saw  appre- 
ciable action  last  year.  In  the  group 
there  is  no  center.  Ag  Vance  vidll 
be  taking  up  where  he  left  off  last 
year  and  the  year  before.  His  clock- 
work play  should  prove  to  be  the 
team's  greatest  single  asset.  Chuck 
Melchior  will  continue  to  worry  his, 
opponents  with  his  sparkling  floor- 
play.  Al  Butherus'  fast  break  will 
be  valuable.  Les  Harmon  is  always 
an  offensive  threat.  Bob  Shepard 
will  see  plenty  of  action. 

Northwestern's  competition  this 
year  promises  to  be  better  than  aver- 
age. Pittsburgh,  Notre  Dame,  Pur- 
due, Indiana,  Ohio  State,  Iowa,  and 
Marquette  will  lead  the  nation  in 
basketball  again  during  the  coming 
season.  It  will  be  a  difficult  sched- 
ule, but  there  will  be  just  enough 
room  for  an  alert  outfit  to  squeeze 
through    with    a    chain    of   victories. 

Any  Northwestern  season  centers 
about  the  conference,  and  any  sea-  % 
son  with  these  foes  is  sure  to  bring 
trouble.  On  paper,  Indiana,  with 
nearly  every  man  back  from  last 
Co7itinued  on  page  43 
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THE  LOST  XMAS  GLOVE 
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THEY  ALL  FALL  FOR  IT/ 


^«> 


SKATES 


%  ^ 


Graphic 

br  Jim  Bixbr 


>V-m:C      '^SF^    ^ 


President  Snyder  in- 
troduces Dr.  Ipa+ieff, 
famous  chemist,  to 
Mrs.  Snyder  at  the  in- 
augural reception, 
held    in    Deerinq    Li- 


/ 


A   ^/ 


^%  /% 


9c/, 


'^/J 


^r 


<^'^ 


Of 


Franklyn  Bliss  Snyder  inaugurat- 
ed as  tha  president  of  North- 
western University  in  the  First 
nodist  Church. 


Few  sleepy  people...  resul+s 
of  S.A.E.  hay-rack  r>de  Left  to 
right:  Ray  Bixby  and  Char  ^ai- 
vin.  Bob  Applehans  and  Fran 
Williams  (sleeping  m  chair, 
Deedee  Laughead  and  Bill 
Wolf,  on  the  floor,  Frank 
Noettling  and  Jean  Brier. 


Photos  ancJ  layout  by  Jim  Bixby 


Navy  Blue  in  Ar-^'J 
Day  review  on  the  t( 
ball  field. 


Midnight  smoke-out  forces  Lamb 
Chi's  to  vacate  dwelling.  (Ed.  note 
practical  joke.) 


^" 


---^  ■'    ^'■ 


Oun    Valley  idere    We  V^ 


ome 


]" 


It  a  looQD^e  to  Dulky,  Dunch^  ski  clotnes!  Ir  ^ou  re  reallv 
out  for  tne  sport  ^ou  11  want  tne  new  lightweignt  clotn,  saj 
Elaine  L^ons,  Gamma  Pni  Beta  ana  Eaitn  Helen  Spencer, 
Zeta  Tau  Alpna,  wno  heartily  endorse  Carson's  stand  tor 
auinentic  ski  clotnes.  Note  Eaitn  s  new  4-aimensional  |aD- 
araine  trousers,  !pl2.95,  tne  lur  ea|ea  poplin  parka,  $12.95, 
tne  new  mitts,  $2.50.  Elaine  9  winterproorea  enseniDJe  ^oe& 
Scottish  witn  plaid.  Trousers,  $5.95;  jacket,  $15.00;  wool 
plaia  snirt,  $7.95;  visor  cap,  $1.75,  mittens,  $2.00.  Botn 
wear  neavj  ski  Loots  at  $6.50. 

TRAVEL  AND   RESORT  SHOP,   FOURTH    FLOOR 

CAR50N    PIRIE  5COTT    &   CO 


^^j^ 


/' 


/ 


PARROTINGS 

_^  cjin  list  foi"  Ike  hid  dies 


The  Prowler  looks  a  little  unusual  in 
long  white  Santa  Claus  whiskers,  but 
they  put  him  in  a  giving  mood,  so  look 
and  see  what's  on  his  gift  list.  As  he 
has  an  eye  to  the  practical  side  of  even 
gifts  these  days,  the  Prowler  hopes  that 
each  friend  will  see  the  utility  of  his 
carefully  chosen  present.  And  do  your 
using  early! 

1.  A  Fountain  Pen  goes  to  Ray  Bixby 
(i;AE)  and  Charlotte  Colvln  (l'*B)  so 
that  they  can  sign  a  contract  and  make 
that  partnership  legal. 

2.  For  Bob  Bailey  (ctlC^l-).  the  Prowler 
has  a  Dip  in  the  Lake  (which  his  fra- 
ternity brothers  have  already  taken  care 
of),  for  finally  hanging  his  pin  "to  stay" 
on  Anne  Abell,  and  not  passing  out  cigars. 

3.  A  Raise  in  Rank  from  lieutenants  to 
captains  at  least  goes  to  those  West  Point 
graduates  out  at  Curtiss  Air  Field.  Be- 
sides worrying  a  couple  of  Kappas  to 
distraction  and  taking  care  of  lots  of 
Gamma  Phis,  they  have  a  few  D.  G.'s 
(e.  g.  Libby  Schutter  and  Jean  Mc- 
Cumber)   well  on  the  string. 

4.  We  give  Congratulations  to  Johnny 
Walsh  (AA*)  who  finally  had  nerve 
enough  to  hang  his  pin  on  Marion  Wilson 
(AXn). 

5.  For  Mardel  Jerrick  (r^B)  we  have 
John  Brown,  the  Phi  Psi-Phi  Bete,  all 
wrapped  in  ribbons. 

6  Another  chance  goes  to  Conchita 
Sutton  (AX<>)  and  Jack  Ryan  (<i"AH).  We 
help  those  who  help  themselves. 

7.  Here  is  a  Gentle  Warning  for  Ted 
Grefe  (^K^k),  concerning  entanglements 
due  to  pins,  Jane  Tuttle,  Pi  Phis,  etc. 

8.  Some  Sheep's  Clothes  are  what  the 
Prowler  is  bringing  for  Karl  Galda.  Take 
a  hint,  girls. 

9.  Good  Luck  goes  to  Bill  Bull  (2X)  in 
the  Marge  Reimers  (KKD  league.  It 
looks  as  though  he  were  beating  George 
Eddy  (<i)rA)  to  a  pin  hanging. 

10.  The  "Winner's  Cup"  goes  to  Ginnie 
Dick  (AD  and  Bob  Good  (<tjK>I')  for  their 
endurance  in  the  "Huddle"  marathon. 

11.  We  have  High  Hopes  for  Orville 
Wetmore  (■tK^^),  but  remember  that 
Marge  Welty  (KAG)  knows  Dan  Killips 
ii;Xi  pretty  well.  That  out-of-sight-out-of- 
iTsind  business  doesn't  always  hold  true. 

12.  An  Engagement  Ring  is  for  none 
other  than  that  constant  couple  Chuck 
Hallett  (ATA)  and  Connie  Phillips  (A*). 

13.  Consolation  is  what  Bill  Tenney 
( *]•;;:)  is  going  to  get.  He  had  his  pin 
returned  from  the  girl  at  the  University 
of  Colorado. 

14.  Maxine  Ferdinand  lAE*)  doesn't 
need  a  present.  She  got  hers  over  this 
last  vacation  in  the  form  of  fourth-finger 
diamond. 

15.  For  Jack  Sheridan  we  have  a  Good 
Book   to   amuse   him   nights.     Now   that 


Eloise  Boyle  (AOn)  is  to  be  beauty  queen 
she  will  probably  be  pretty  busy. 

16.  Before  Thad  Snell  (ATA)  gets  any 
further  involved  in  that  "business" 
coalition  with  Peggy  Grest  i  IV) ,  the 
Prowler  has  an  Inquiry  for  him.  Have 
you  heard  about  those  aviators?  We  think 
Peg  has  more  than  heard  of  them. 

17.  Ruth  Teninga  (A<t>)  gets  a  Through 
Line  to  New  York  now  that  Chuck  Boul- 
ton  (<i>Ki;)  is  there. 

18.  An  Express  Ticket  is  going  to  B.  J. 
Wilson  (A*)  so  that  she  can  divide  her 
time  between  Lake  Forest  interests  (Ed 
Galloway)    and  the  N.U.   studies. 

19.  For  both  Don  Turner  (<S>K*)  and 
Betty  Wernle  (A*)  we  have  Better  Luck 
for  this  time,  after  their  pftt. 

20.  We  have  only  Constancy  for  Jean 


Chubb  (riB*)  and  Russ  Holtz    (Ben)   and 
that  they  already  seem  to  have. 

21.  The  Prowler  gives  himself  a  Pat 
on  the  Back  for  this  one.  Bud  Christo- 
pher (AA*)  did  hang  his  pin  on  Shirley 
Johnson   (I^tB). 

22.  Bob  Buchan  (<I)K4')  gets  an  Advan- 
tage over  Sam  White  in  the  east,  in  re- 
gard to  Stephanie  Day   (A*). 

23.  Franny  Purtell  i^AS)  gets  a  Con- 
sensus of  Opinion.  He  ought  to  hang  his 
pin. 

24.  We  have  Expectations  for  Phyllis 
Murphy  i.\xn).  It  looks  like  a  Beta  pin 
for  her.   come  initiation  time. 

25.  Some  Sedatives  are  for  Fil  Kreissl 
(<1'K^').  So  he  won't  lie  awake  nights 
thinking  about  pins  and  Mary  Ellen 
Thompson. 

26.  A  Reunion  goes  to  Peg  Tudor  (A4>> 
and  Ed  Lutz  (i:.\E)  now  that  they  have 
decided  to  try  again. 

27.  Caution  is  the  Prowler's  choice  for 
Libby  Stover  (A*)  as  far  as  John  Beyer, 
the  Play  Boy,   is  concerned. 

28.  Lots  of  Sleep  is  what  Bill  Karsteter 
(i:AE)  needs  after  a  happy  Navy  Ball 
weekend  with  the  girl  from  home. 

So  now,  be  good  and  take  care  of 
your  gifts.  Maybe  you'll  do  better  than 
this  suggests  you  will. 


"O/i,  /  know  it's  good  —  the  frame  cost  John  over  $200,' 
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Oee   You  at  tne  A 


rena 

Bv  ail  means  ^et  tne  ri^nt  clothes  ir  ^ou  re  |oin^  out  lor 
tnis  sport  ,  empnaticallg  ur|e  Beverley  Roacn,  Kappa  Kappa 
Qamma  and  Connie  Pnillips,  Alpna  Pni.  Beverley's  cos- 
tume; Proiessional  len|tn  red  rlannel  skating  skirt,  $6.95. 
Black  velveteen  waistcoat  witn  red  knitted  Lack,  $5.95. 
Sweater,  $5.00.  Scottisn  lassie  cap,  $3.00.  Angora  mitts, 
$2.50.  Natural  jersey  ti|nts,  $5.95.  Connie  s  ensemtle; 
Wnite  corduroy  skating  dress  raced  witn  plaid  tarfeta,  $8.95. 
BaLusLka,   $2.00.   Mittens,   $2.00.   Skating    shoes,   $5.95. 

TRAVEL   AND   RESORT   SHOP,   FOURTH    FLOOR 

CARSON    PIRIE   SCOTT   &   CO 


\ 
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/"^^oilu  (sDctnceS  at  the  csDrcthi 


Lineup.  Ye  "Ed"  Ma- 
,  Jean  Bartelme,  sec- 
place  winner;  Wayne 
3  of  the  Waltz  Kings; 
:e  Ann  Hanchett,  first 
;e;  Betty  Stone,  run- 
■up,  and  Mr.  Eckstein 
he  Illinois  Central  rail- 


everybody  happy?  Left  to 
it:  Ann  Brueggeman,  Jack 
nninger,  Kay  Crofts,  Ann 
irman,  Ginny  Joice,  Floyd 
ndanville,  Marty  Hill,  Jitn 
:kson,  and  Jean  Baribeau. 


oar- 


^     M 


f3  fS 


Wine,  women. 

andaspiwin 

.  From 

weft  to  wight: 

I  Marge  Saul,  Phil 

Hillman  (ain't  he  ever  ha 

ppy'). 

Mary  Jane  van  Buskirk,  an 

d  Bob 

Adams. 
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Meg  Haun,  Alpha  Chi  Omega,  wifh  the  kind  of  co 
tume  jewelry  that  makes  any  sweet  young  thing  hav 
a  Happy  Christmas!  Matching  bracelet  and  necl 
lace  of  various  colored  stones. 


^..^J 


Louise  Ream,  Tri  Delt,  will  see  in  the  New  Year  with 
an  evening  bag  of  tiny  seed  pearls,  lined  with  white 
satin. 


Our  Meg  is  showing  you  a  very  neat  compact  con- 
Paining  everything  your  little  heart  might  desire 


*lSk:- 


Schiaparelli  will  really  shock  your  Christmas  with 
her  roulette  wheel  containing  three  kinds  of  choice 
perfume. 
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There  Was  Junior 

"No?"  asked  Mother  rhetorically. 
"Something  beautiful  is  leaving  his 
life." 

Mother  continued  to  moan,  and 
Father  became  more  and  more  im- 
patient. Father  was  an  impatient 
man.  "Stop  that  screeching,  Ruth. 
It  sounds  like  he  .  .  .  11."  Which  is  no 
way  to  speak  to  a  lady. 

Mother  countered  with,  "You 
brute,  you!  You  don't  understand 
your  wife  and  you  can't  understand 
your  child.  What  are  we  going  to  do 
about  Junior?" 

"Well,  what  do  you  want  me  to 
do?" 

"You  might  ...  oh,  I  don't 
know  ..." 

"Look  now,"  he  said  patronizingly, 
(Being  married  ten  years,  father  had 
finally  learned  to  maintain  his  men- 
tal equilibrium.)  "All  we  can  do  is 
fill  his  stocking  with  what  he  asked 
for,  talk  up  the  old  boy,  and  hope 
for  the  best." 

"Or  better  yet  ...  we  must 
strengthen  his   Faith." 

"You  mean  like  the  lecture  I  gave 
him   on  birds   and  bees?" 

"No,  something  better— something 
more  effective.  There  is  but  one 
thing  to  do.  We  must  buy.  him  pres- 
ents— many  presents.  More  than  he 
ever  expected.  We  must  make  sacri- 
fices, but  it  will  be  worth  it.  And 
we  will  insist  that  Santa  Claus 
brought  them.  Then  ..." 

"But,  Ruth,  with  presents  for  your 
mother.  Uncle  Jake,  three  cousins, 
and  six  aunts,  how  in  the  devil  can 
we  buy  more  than  we  planned  for 
Junior?   What's  the   point?" 

"Well,  I  read  in  the  Tribune  where 
a  consulting  psychologist  said  that 
if  you  want  your  child  to  like  or  have 
faith  in  something,  you  must  make 
that  person  seem  kind  and  good  to 
him.  So  with  a  lot  of  presents  from 
Santa  Claus  ..." 

"We  can't  afford  more  than  we 
planned  (Father  was  being  firm). 
We've  knocked  the  budget  flatter 
than  a  week  old  glass  of  beer  al- 
ready." 

And  Mother  began  to  cry  and  cry 
and  cry.  "You  brute,"  she  screamed, 
"go  ahead,  let  your  wife  and  child 
go  without  the  bare  essentials  of 
life.  Let  your  child  lose  his  Faith. 
Go  ahead  ..."  And  Mother  went 
into   tantrums.      Being    married   ten 


Covtinued  from  page  12 

years,  she  learned  to  do  this  very 
well. 

"All  right,  all  right,  Ruth."  Being 
married  ten  years,  Father  knew  the 
best  way  to  treat  these  tantrums.  So 
he  agreed  to  bolster  up  Junior's 
wavering  Faith.  He  agreed  to  go 
without  cigars,  to  cut  out  useless 
presents  for  people  like  Aunt  Maggie, 
who  wouldn't  send  them  anything 
anyway,  to  miss  the  weekly  meeting 
of  the  Chaucerian  Literary  Circle  in 
order  to  save  the  few  chips  he  might 
well  lose  if  his  luck  went  bad.  In 
short,  he  resigned  himself  to  a  Fate 
worse  than  Death.  Scooters  and  kites 
and  toy-trains  for  Junior  piled  up  in 
the  closet.  Mother  beamed  con- 
fidentially that  her  son  was  practi- 
cally saved  from  Heathenism  —  at 
least  until  he  was  ten.  Then  he  would 
be  old  enough  to  know  his  own  mind. 

Junior    went    around    oblivious    to 


everything  in  the  house.  And  yet, 
strangely  enough,  whenever  he  came 
back  from  downtown  there  was  a 
faint  smile  of  nostalgia  on  his  face. 
Mother  wasn't  quite  sure  whether  it 
was  because  of  the  cute  little  trick 
in  black  curls  that  moved  into  the 
next  block,  or  whether  Christmas 
gemiitlichkeit  had  at  last  succeeded 
in  pervading  Junior.  She  naturally 
preferred  the  latter  interpretation. 
In  the  meanwhile.  Father  kept  stag- 
gering in  with  presents  and  dodging 
around  doors  to  escape  Junior.  He 
grew  more  and  more  haggard  and 
could  be  heard  muttering  to  himself 
— something  about  "damned  Santa 
Claus,"  but  that  couldn't  have  been 
it.    Not  Father. 

Finally,  it  was  the  day  before 
Christmas.  It  was  also  a  moot  ques- 
tion whether  Father  or  the  bank  bal- 
ance was  the  more  exhausted.  But 
Mother  beamed  confidently.  That 
Continued  on  next  page 


'Confidentially,  she  sinks!" 
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There  Was  Junior  Pure  Oil 


Continued  jrom  page  29 
night  they  bid  Junior  goodnight  in 
hushed  tones,  reassuring  him  that  if 
he  really  were  a  good  boy,  and 
wished  for  Santa  Claus  real  hard, 
Santa  would  know  about  it,  and  com- 
pensate him  duly.  Junior  said  noth- 
ing, but  Mother  imagined  she  de- 
tected a  smile  of  expectancy  and  a 
faint  shadow  of  a  Faith.  The  night 
passed  without  event  or  noise  except 
Father's  groaning  and  turning.  He 
claimed  pinlt  and  green  bills  were 
crawling  all  over  the  wall.  But 
Mother  told  him  to  go  to  sleep. 

At  seven  o'clock,  Mother  dragged 
Father  out  of  bed  and  downstairs 
to  beat  Junior  down.  Mother  was 
determined  to  be  on  hand  and  watch 
the  expression  of  delighted  amaze- 
ment cross  Junior's  face,  and  the 
slow  spiritual  dawn  of  restored  Faith 
as  he  glimpsed  the  display.  Mother 
looked  with  sleepy  pride  at  the 
beatific  array  of  hobby  horse,  bi- 
cycle, and  red  wagon  in  an  arrested 
parade  around  the  tree.  Father  just 
looked. 

There  was  a  stir  upstairs,  and 
Mother  clutched  Father's  arm.  At 
the  same  time,  there  was  a  ring  of 
the  doorbell.  Father  broke  his  si- 
lence with  the  query,  "What  could 
that  be,  at  this  ungodly  hour?"  What 
silence  remained  was  dissipated  by 
Junior's  clattering  down  the  stairs. 
"It's  Oslo,"  he  screamed. 

Father  opened  the  door,  which  was 
like  opening  the  flood-gates  to  a  tor- 
rent of  water.  Only  instead  it  was 
a  torrent  of  words.  Another  verbal 
flood  engulfed  him  from  Junior's 
side.  After  seven  minutes  Father 
gathered  that  there  was  a  corp  of 
thirty  Santa  Clauses  giving  a  special 
show  in  one  of  the  downtown  depart- 
ment stores,  and  Oslo's  mother  of- 
fered to  take  Junior  and  Oslo.  Could 
Junior  go,  huh,  please?  Father  feebly 
pointed  to  the  presents.  But  Junior 
was  impatient.  Junior  was  an  im- 
patient boy.  He  yanked  Father's 
robe.  "But,  Father,  the  REAL  Santa 
Claus  is  going  to  be  there!"  Father 
waved  feebly  to  the  presents,  but 
Junior  was  gone,  grabbing  his  coat 
off  the  hall  rack,  and  running  after 
Oslo.  Father  would  have  shouted 
for  Junior  to  come  back,  but  instead 
he  staggered  to  a  chair.  Mother 
beamed.  Her  son  had  regained  his 
Faith. 


so  when  you  ask  him  a  question,  he 
just  glares  at  you.  (This  is  an  alibi 
in  case  of  a  flunk.)  I've  got  a  swell 
surveying  teacher,  (You're  sure  of 
this  mark.)  but  the  rest  of  them  are 
just  average.  (You'll  probably  get 
C's  in  them.) 
I'll  he  seeing  you  very  soon. 

Your  loving  son. 


P.S.  Say  hello  to  little  brother — 
sister.  (The  brat!) 

When  you  arrive  home,  look  very 
tired.  (This  will  be  easy — your  winter 
formal  was  last  night.)  Casually 
mention  the  exams  you  had  last 
week.  (Implying  that  you  studied 
late  every  night.)  A  good  plan  also 
is  to  let  the  "A"  quiz  paper  fall  out 
of  your  book  at  this  point.  (Don't 
mention  the  Phi  Bete  who  sat  next 
to  you  that  day.) 

Be  man-to-man  with  Dad;  ask 
much  advice  about  your  Economic 
problems   and  you're   "in."   Be  just 

"our  little -"  to  Mom  and  tell 

her  that  she's  still  your  best  girl. 
(Which  will  be  on  the  level.)  After 
a   week   of  seeing  how  proud   Mom 


Continued  jrom  page  14 

and  Dad  are  of  you,  you  will  firmly 
resolve  to  really  "hit  the  books" 
from  now  till  finals.  (This  feeling  will 
wear  off  after  a  week  back  at 
school.) 

The  third  problem  is  that  of 
"Thank  you"  letters.  Like  immor- 
tality, eternity,  and  absolute  zero,  a 
good  Thank-you  letter  is  a  question 
impossible  to  solve.  Our  only  sug- 
gestion would  be  a  mimeographed 
form: 

Model  Letter  3 

Dear  Aunt , 

Thank  you  for  the  lovely  . 

It  was  just  what  I  wanted.  I  got 
many  other  fine  gifts,  too.  Say  hello 

to  Uncle . 

Gratefully,  your  nephew. 


(This  is  a  complete  prevarication, 
but  convention  demands  that  you 
do  it.) 

With  these  simple  instructions  you 
may  be  fairly  sure  of  a  very  merry 
Christmas.  With  slight  seasonal 
changes,  these  same  forms  may  be 
used  again  just  before  the  summer 
vacation.  ^ 


/ 


?{mf,  ihsiAsL ! 


"Before  you  go  home  for  the  holi- 
days, there's  something  I'd  like  to 
say.  On  hehalf  of  the  editors  and 
staff  of  the  PURPLE  PARROT,  I 
hope  you  have  a  vacation  full  of: 


^xxdisimsmL 


J:5rii 


Good-hye 


aruL  alL  '/uounjcL 

see  you  later!" 
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Chinaman's  Chance 

livered  with  the  usual  Twacy 
brusqueness  and  simplicity.] 

OFFICERS:  "Nice  work.  The  count- 
ess will  he  ...  (A  subway  charges 
past.  Riotous  shouting  and  puffing 
of  engines  for  several  minutes.) 
.  .  .  "So  I  told  him  where  to  find 
the  pass-word.  But  you  can  never 
tell  about  these  hunchbacks." 

TWACY:  "Very  good,  men.  Meet 
me  at  the  Baldorf  Wastoria  in  ten 
minutes  for  further  orders.  Until 
then  .  .  .  au  revoir." 
{Influence  of  the  Sorbonne  at  an 
early  exposure.) 

\  ACT  THREE 

Scene  I 

Place:    Mountain  road  in 

the  dead  of  winter 
Time:  The  dead  of  winter 
(Twacy  and  Buddy  Boy  are  lying 
at  the  brink  of  a  treacherous  cliff 
disguised  as  a  mossy  stone  and  an 
old  theatre  stub  respectively.) 

TWACY:  (Under  his  breath)  "We 
must  discover  the  source  of  this 
toxic  gas.  I  think  it's  the  work  of 
Headless  Charlie  under  the  leader- 
ship of  Big  Boy  Doc." 

BUDDY  BOY:  "Zoom  Zoom  Zoom." 
[It's  gotten  to  be  a  habit.] 
(Just  at  this  point  a  Mack  truck 
speeds  around  the  curve  and  bursts 
into  flames.  Three  gunmen  emerge 
and  a  terrific  gun  fight  ensues.  The 
most  desperate  of  the  three  takes 
1,000,000  dollars  worth  of  govern- 
ment bonds  from  the  back  of  the 
truck  and  jumps  into  a  Cadillac, 
loaded  with  poison  gas  bombs  and 
other  gangsters,  which  happens  to 
be  passing.  Twacy  brushes  off 
moss  and  jumps  into  a  squad  car 
which  is  following  the  Cadillac. 
This  goes  on  for  several  months.) 

Scene  II 

Place:  The  White  House 
Time:  Christmas  Eve 
PRESIDENT:     (Handing    Twacy    a 

medal)   "Here." 
TWACY:  "Thanks." 

(Setterdahl,  Boulton,  Snell,  Mcln- 
tyre  in  background)  "Dirty  Poli- 
tics ! " 

Fadeout 
Scene  III 

Place:  Lapland 
Time:  51.6  in  the  4:40 
LAPLANDER:    "Who  was  the  lady 
I  seen  you  with  last  night?" 


Continued  from  page  13 

TWACY:  "That  wasn't  no  lady.  That 
was  ..."  (He  whispers  in  the  na- 
tive's ear.) 

LAPLANDER:  "Wal,  I  swan."  (He 
falls  to  the  ground  in  a  swan.) 

TWACY:  (Picks  up  his  duffle-bag 
and  exits  right.)  "Good  for  him!" 

Scene  IV 

Place:   Daily  Office 

FRANKEL:  "KEEP  AMERICA  OUT 
OF  WAR" 

TWACY:  "What  was  that?" 

FRANKEL:  "I  said,  'KEEP  AMERI- 
CA OUT  OF  WAR.'  " 

TWACY:  "I'll  handle  it,  leave  it  to 
ME!" 

ACT  FOUR 

Scene  I 

Place:   Deserted  street 

corner 
Time:   Any  old 
TWACY:  "Gad,  it's  dark." 

(A  figure  appears  from  the  shad- 
ows.) 
FIGURE:  "Dark  .  .  .  and  lonely." 
TWACY:      (Striking     a     match     and 
closely  examining  the  face  before 
him,   meanwhile   failing    to   notice 


the  chains  around  the  neck,  the 
blood-dripping  knife  in  its  hand, 
and  the  skull  which  falls  from  be- 
neath its  arm.)  "Who  are  you,  my 
pretty  lassie?" 

LASSIE:  "DX-AC44"  (Figure  fades 
away.) 

TWACY:  (Blowing  out  match)  "Gad, 
it's  dark." 

FINALE: 

Place:  Living  room  of 

Sally  Strongheart's  home 
Time:  Christmas  Eve 
(All  the  Characters,  including  two 
Chinamen  and  man  in  green  tweed 
overcoat  [ad]  are  seated  in  a  circle 
singing  Christmas  carols.  Enter 
Sa7ita  Claus  disguised  as  Hitler.) 
SANTA  CLAUS:    "Any  of  you  guys 

seen  any  reindeer?" 
TWACY:   "I'll  handle  it,  leave  it  to 
ME!" 

(All  exit  but  Buddy  Boy  who  by 
this  time  thinks  he  IS  an  airplane.) 

ENCORE: 

CHINAMAN:  "By  the  way  who  was 
that  lady  I  seen  you  with  last 
night?" 

TWACY:  "That  was  no  lady,  that  was 
my  brother;  he  walks  like  that." 


■'CfMOM  girls,  lefs  put  a  little  zouie  into  this  one!" 
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FOR  you  lasses  weighted  down  with 
a  fraternity  pin,  or  those  of  you  with 
men  on  the  string,  who'll  need  special 
attention  during  the  Christmas  Season 

\<^^^^      ^      Put  YOUR  man,  or  men  (if  you're  a  girl  who  gets  around)  on  the 

^\         "I  wear  what  I  get  for  Christmas"  platform.  It  may  sound  like  a  gag 

W        /      line  to  you,  but  for  us  in  the  Men's  Store  it's  a  serious  proposition. 

-> i^      We've  picked  the  ideas  you'll  find  on  the  following  page  with  this  in 

mind.  Every  one  picked  by  hand,  weighed  and  found  to  be  not  only  what  a  man 
will  want,  but  one  that  he'll  give  you  flattering  credit  for  choosing. 


From  left  to  right 


Conihed  wool  mules,  warm  and 
extra   comfortable    $2.95 

Cowhide  bound  dressing  case 

with  11  fittings $8.50 

Linen  Handkerchief  and 

striped   tie    $2.50 

Wool  knitted  muffler  with 

silk  stripes $3.50 

New  wooden  cuff  links  for 

sports  outfits    $3.50 

Belt  and  Buckle  set  in 

8  ball  case $6.60 


Whip  stitch  pigskin  gloves 
in  reddish  brown 


$3.50 


$3.50 


Carsonia  Briar  $1..50;  Tobacco 
and  pipe  pouch 

Ancient  madder  Foulard  tie 

woven   in  England    $2.bO 


First  nighter  jersey  top 

broadcloth  trouser  P.  J.'s $2.50 

Silk  crocheted  ties  in 

solid  colors $2.50 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co. 


The  Melt's  Store  —  Monroe  at  If  abash 
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up  a  handful  of  the  soft  stuff  from  the  ground.  It  had 
all  the  appearances  of  real  snow,  but  it  was  neither  wet 
nor  cold.  As  he  held  it  in  his  hand,  it  disappeared, 
completely  evaporating  like  dry  ice. 

Jim  walked  on  down  the  street  which  was  brilliantly 
illuminated  by  electric  torches.  Colored  by  the  lights, 
the  snow  sifted  gold,  red,  and  green  on  the  tinsel-gleam- 
ing roofs.  It  flecked  with  gay  color  the  false  beard  of 
the  bell-ringing  Santa  Claus  on  the  corner. 

"Spread  Yuletide  cheer,"  he  was  shouting,  "with 
candies  and  gifts — " 

Jim  moved  on,  the  shrill  tinkling  of  the  masquerad- 
er's  tinny  bells  ringing  in  his  ears.  All  around  him 
were  Christmas-crazed  people,  dashing  into  shops  and 
out  of  shops,  lugging  bundles  and  pushing  rudely 
from  side  to  side  in  order  to  see  better  some  garishly 
decorated  window. 

Jostled  this  way  and  that,  Jim  was  carried  on  by 
the  crowd  through  an  open  door  into  a  huge  store, 
where  ceilings  and  walls  were  covered  with  spun 
glass  forms  of  leaping  reindeer  and  silver  candles, 
illuminated  by  constantly  shifting  lights.  The  brilliance 
hurt  his  eyes.  He  was  shoved  along  counters  piled  high 
with  tinsel  stars,  painted  cards,  stiff  wreathes  and 
red  glass  berries.  A  wheezing  hand  organ  ground  out 
"Jingle  Bells,"  while  a  comically-dressed  clown  jiggled 
mechanical  toys  and  barked  out  the  excellence  of  his 
playthings. 

The  noise  and  confusion  wearied  Jim.  He  pushed 
his  way  to  the  door,  gaining  it  only  to  be  thrust  back 
again  and  again  by  the  mob,  until  he  finally  fought  his 
way  into  the  open  air. 

He   was   tired.     The   artificial   lights    made   his   eyes 
burn.    Even  the  stars  seemed  too  brilliant  to  be  real. 
The  hand-organ  player  had  followed  him  out  and  was 
blaring    his    squeaky    song    to    an 
earless  world.    He  leaned  against 
the  front  of  a  building,  but  it  gave 
way  under  his  weight,   collapsing 
into  a  heap  of  broken  wood   and 
cardboard. 

He  walked  to  the  edge  of  the 
sidewalk  to  rest  against  a  lamp- 
post, but  it,  too,  crashed  to  the 
ground  like  fragile  glass  and  broke 
into  a  thousand  pieces. 

Bewildered  and  utterly  worn, 
Jim  stumbled  on  toward  the  center 
of  the  town,  seeking  for  something 
solid  to  grasp  with  his  hands,  any- 
thing against  which  he  could  rest. 
Even  the  steps  of  the  church 
crumpled  like  tissue  paper  under 
him.  The  hand  organ's  shriek 
jangled  deafeningly  in  his  ears. 

Completely  exhausted,  he  turned 
down  a  street  which,  although  in 
the  very  heart  of  the  city,  was 
more  softly  lighted.  He  tripped 
suddenly  over  a  curbing  and 
caught  desperately  at  the  low 
branch  of  a  pine  tree.  Surprisingly 
it  held,  and  he  fell  to  his  knees. 


For  a  moment  he  rested  there  in  the  pale  yellow 
half-light,  his  eyes  closed.  The  music  of  the  hand 
organ  had  grown  softer,  distant. 

When  he  opened  his  eyes,  he  noticed  a  light  com- 
ing from  the  other  side  of  the  tree.  Pulling  himself 
around  until  his  view  was  unobstructed,  he  saw,  pro- 
tected by  the  wide  branches,  a  woman  sitting  on  a 
low  bench  and  holding  a  blanketed  bundle  in  her  arms. 
She  was  singing  in  a  low  voice  to  the  child.  A  candle, 
placed  on  the  ground  nearby  and  protected  by  an  over- 
hanging branch,  sent  flickering  shadows  to  play  over 
the  scene.  It  was  a  welcome  relief  from  the  brazen 
glare  of  the  electric  lights. 

His  eyes  half  closed  with  weariness,  Jim  knelt  there, 
quietly  watching.  The  noise  of  the  busy  streets  was 
faint  and  far  away.  The  falling  snow  felt  cool  on  his 
forehead  and  cheeks. 

The  woman  looked  up  finally  and  smiled.  Her  eyes 
were  soft  and  shining.  Reflecting  the  light  of  the 
candle,  they  seemed  to  glow  gently;  like  two  candle 
fires  they  burned,  and  as  he  looked  into  them,  gradually 
they  seemed  to  merge  into  one — a  flame  which  radi- 
ated, darting  beams  of  light  over  the  green  branches  of 
the  decorated  Christmas  tree.  The  lighted  candle  sent 
soft  yellow  rays  to  play  over  the  surface  of  the  silver 
ornament  hanging  near  it. 

Jim  stirred  slightly  in  his  chair.  Streaks  of  red  and 
green  no  longer  played  on  the  silver  ball — rather  the 
candle  glow  made  it  a  mellow  gold.  Jim  stared  and 
then  muttered, 

"Probably  one  of  last  year's  bulbs  burned  out  on 
the  old  string."  He  tossed  the  Christmas  card  on  the 
floor  and  rose  stiffly  from  his  chair. 

The  clock  on  the  mantel  struck  twelve.  He  leaned 
over,  blew  out  the  candle  which  burned  beside  the 
miniature  nativity  scene  beside  the  tree,  and  left  the 
room. 
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BY   JEAN   BARTELME 


conversation  sputtered  a  moment,  paused,  and  then 
died  like  the  engine  of  an  old  Ford.  He  sensed  a  note 
of  resentment  in  her  voice  as  she  wished  him  luck  at 
school. 

He  tried  two  more  girls  before  he  decided  to  stop. 
Then  he  went  back  into  the  kitchen  and  told  his  moth- 
er he  was  going  out  for  a  while.  Slowly  he  walked 
to  the  business  district,  and  seeing  nobody  he  knew 
on  the  street,  he  went  to  the  cigar  store.  The  smell 
of  tobacco  reminded  him  to  buy  a  pack  of  cigarettes. 
He  didn't  dare  to  smoke  at  school  because  he  was 
afraid  of  the  coaches,  and  his  fraternity  brothers  let 
him  know  that  he  shouldn't  smoke  during  football  sea- 
son. Eagerly  he  ripped  the  cellophane  from  the  pack, 
lit  a  cigarette,  and  sucked  greedily  at  it  as  he  walked 
to  the  back  of  the  store,  where  a  bunch  of  boys  his  own 
age  were  playing  the  pin-ball  machines.  They  looked 
up  as  he  approached,  and  he  recognized  a  couple  of 
them. 

"Hi,  Joe,  how's  school?"  a  tall,  thin  boy  asked. 

"Fine,  Bill.  What  are  you  doing  now?" 

"Working  over  at  the  hardware  store.  Did  you  play 
football  this  fall?  We  haven't  heard  anything  about 
you." 

"Yeh,  freshman  ball.  We  don't  get  any  publicity. 
We  let  the  varsity  knock  us  around,  and  they  get  the 
headlines.  It's  not  bad,  though.  And  maybe  next 
year  I'll  have  the  chance  to  knock  somebody  around." 

Bill  played  out  his  nickel-'s  worth  of  balls,  and  then 
buttoned  up  his   coat. 

"Guess  I'd  better  be  going  along.  Got  to  get  up  and 
go  to  work  tomorrow.   So  long,   Joe." 

When  Bill  left,  Joe  wandered  over  to  the  group  clus- 
tered around  another  machine  and  started  to  talk  to 
them.  They  asked  him  about  school,  and  he  started 
to  tell  them  about  his  board  job  and  the  fraternity, 
but  when  he  noticed  they  were  paying  more  attention 
to  the  game  than  they  were  to  him,  he  stopped  and 
walked  out  of  the  store.  The  air  was  cold  and  damp, 
and  he  stopped  only  for  a  moment  to  look  at  the  dis- 
play in  the  window  of  the  men's  clothing  store  down 
the    street   before   he    started   home. 

The  air  in  the  hall  was  stale  and  still  smelled  of 
the  evening  meal.  Joe  groped  his  way  until  he  found 
the  light  switch  in  the  living  room.  On  the  sofa  his 
mother  had  made  a  bed  for  him,  and  he  sat  on  the 
edge  of  it  as  he  took  his  shoes  off.  Then  he  went  over 
and  pulled  down  the  shades  before  he  undressed.  At 
last  he  bounded  into  bed,  but  it  didn't  bound  back 
like  a  regular  bed.  The  sheets  were  cool  and  smooth, 
but  the  sofa  was  hard  and  lumpy.  For  a  few  minutes 
he  tried  to  find  a  comfortable  position,  and  then 
giving  up,  he  lay  on  his  back.  The  modern  prodigal 
has  to  sleep  on  the  back  of  the  fatted  calf.  The 
thought  amused  him,  and  he  chuckled  to  himself.  Let's 
see,  now  —  just  fourteen  more  days  before  school 
start  again.    He  yawned  twice  before  he  fell  asleep. 


CLOTHES   LINE 


Christmas  cheer  and  all  that  sort  of  thing — but  WHAT 
to  give  the  modern  young  wench  on  the  twenty-fifth? 
Well,  you  can  choose  from  a  million  things.  Stores  are 
chuck  full  of  ideas.  There  are  little  "jobs"  waiting  in 
counters  just  dying  to  be  wrapped  up  in  tissue  paper 
and  stuck  with  stickers ;  bells  are  clanging  everywhere ; 
Santa  Clauses  beam  like  WILD;  there  are  thousands  of 
extra  clerks  clerking  all  over  the  place;  and  you  can 
practically  shop  from  morn,  through  noon,  'til  night! 
So  what  to  give  her?    What  to  give  ANY  female? 

Try  compacts — leather  ones,  tortoise  shell  ones,  and 
tweed  ones!  Don't  sniff  at  cigarette  cases  either.  Old 
ones  get  mangy  and  new  ones 
will  wow  her.  If  she  has  the 
filthy  habit,  you  might  as  well 
submit  gracefully  and  glamorize 
the  fags! 

Nose  around  the  perfume  coun- 
ter. It  might  "get"  you  and 
you'll  walk  away  with  quart 
bottles  of  purty  smells  ...  A  new  evening  bag  never 
hurt  our  Susie,  nor  did  a  bag  for  daytime  use. 
It's  quite  proper  to  give  sweaters  to  the  gal  friends 
these  days,  but  pass  up  the  $2.95  counter,  because  you 
might  as  well  treat  the  sweater  situation  RIGHT.  You 
know,  Braemars  and  Brooks  and  things? 

Then  there   is  jewelry.     Pounds   and  pounds   of  the 
stuff!    It's  gold,  black,  red,  white,  even  sky-blue-pink. 
Balls,  squares,  circles,  jig-jags  on  a  chain, 
make   an  intriguing   addition  to  the  new 
sweater,  or  the  basic  dress  that  is  wear- 
ing out  its  welcome. 

Cosmetics  done  up  a  la  Elizabeth  Arden, 
or  by  some  of  the  other  "girls"  will  re- 
veal your  knowledge  of  what  is  GOOD,  and  make  some 
little  lady  luxury-happy.  Fine  stockings  will  raise  that 
little  thriU,  "cause  they're  usually  the  kind  one  won't 
buy  for  oneself."  And  gloves  —  they're  plain  good 
taste! 

And  now  to  expound  on  the  worst!  Try  to  shop  for 
a  man.  It's  a  sure  thing  he  can't  wear  hairbows,  and 
doesn't  powder  his  nose.  You  are  completely  em- 
barrassed in  a  men's  store,  on  account 
of  you  don't  know  what  all  those  little 
gadgets  and  things  mean.  But  plan 
your  approach!  If  he  smokes,  act  ac- 
cordingly ;  if  he  drinks — well,  do  some- 
thing about  it;  if  he  has  sinus  trouble 
buy  him  gobs  of  handkerchiefs;  if  he's 
a  photographer,  buy  him  anything  from  a  dark  room 
to  some  film;  if  he  needs  a  tie  (they  never  do)  at  least 
get  him  one  of  the  new  paisley  ones;  and  if  he's  play- 
ful get  him  a  game.  Chess?  Gloves  are  possibilities 
and  evening  scarves  come  in  handy.  Maybe  he  needs 
to  be  enlightened — how  about  some  meaty  books — how 
about  a  pipe — how  about  ANYTHING  as  long  as  it 
means  Merry  Christmas? 
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See  Yourself 
as  Others  See  You 

at 

The  looking  Glass 


Evanstons 
Smartest  Beauty  Salon 

1854  Sherman  Ave. 
UNI.  8218 


A  sailor  after  placing  some  flowers 
on  a  grave  in  a  cemetery,  noticed 
an  old  Chinaman  placing  a  bowl  of 
rice  on  a  nearby  grave,  and  asked: 
"What  time  do  you  expect  your 
friend  to  come  up  to  eat  the  rice?" 

The  old  Chinaman  answered  with 
a  smile:  "Same  time  your  friend 
come  up  to  smell  flowers." — Puppet. 


Santa's  Sport 
Special 


Frc 


The  Co-Op 


ICE  sk:ates 

Every  boy  and  girl  wants  a  pair  of  Ice 
Skates  for  Christmas.  We  have  a  com- 
plete line  of  Racer,  Hockey  and  Figure 
Skates  at  very  reasonable  prices.  All 
made  by  Nestor  Johnson,  that  famous 
skate    manufacturer. 

Prices    Range    From 

49.-,  59..  5-15  795  _^^^^_^^ 

Tin:  io-op 

SPORT  SHOP 

1726  Orrington,  E\aiiston 


Bu'cl's  Eye  View 

Continued  from  page  5 

a  la  movie  thriller,  until  the  police 
decided  to  stop  all  this  with  a  little 
bullet  play.  With  careful  aim,  they 
peppered  the  tires  and  gasoline  tank. 
Before  anyone  was  hurt,  the  fugitives 
slowed  down  and  stopped,  to  discour- 
age that  kind  of  play. 

Now  Cy  drives  unconcernedly 
along  the  North  Shore,  sporting  his 
"underworld  embroidery."  The  car 
"with  a  past,"  is  the  lion  of  the  hour 
among  its  companions  in  the  North 
quad  parking  lot,  and  it  is  said  that 
the  blonde  Buick  Phaeton  refuses  to 
let  anyone  honk  at  her  but  the  battle- 
scarred  Ford. 


Last  week,  a  local  department 
store  put  on  a  promotion  campaign 
to  catch  the  student  eye,  and  sent  ad- 
vertising folders  through  the  mail. 
The  folders  fulfilled  their  aim,  and 
caught  the  students'  eyes  well 
enough,  but  with  negligible  sales  re- 
turn. Somehow  (while  Lady  Luck 
kept  her  tongue  in  her  cheek),  the 
circulars  recommending  the  "elite 
corset  jobs"  were  sent  to  the  fra- 
ternity houses. 

But  if  the  north  campus  quads  were 
more  amused  than  embarrassed,  the 
same  is  not  true  of  the  manly  Delta 
Upsilon  chapter,  when  it  received  a 
package  from  Atlantic  Monthly  coyly 
addressed  to  "Miss  Delta  Upsilon." 

Although  we  can  understand  such 
mistakes  by  outside  correspondents, 
we  are  still  puzzling  over  the  per- 
manent place  on  the  Tri  Delt  reading 
table  of  that  worth-while  periodical. 
American  Boy.  Or  maybe  it's  a  good 
idea! 


A  Prof,  was  asked  to  give  his 
definition  of  a  woman.  He  began, 
"Woman  is,  generally  speaking " 

"Thank  you,  Professor,"  said  the 
student,  "if  you  talked  all  day  you'd 
never  get  any  closer  than  that." 


The  nurse  entered  the  professor's 
room  and  said  softly,  "It's  a  boy, 
sir." 

The  professor  looked  up:  "Well, 
what  does  he  want?"        —Pell-Mell 


TRAGEDY 

as  other  things,  is  relative,  but — 

To  the  rural  mind,  is: 
1 — Wife  beatings 
2 — Mortgage  foreclosures 
3 — Murder 
4 — Parted  lovers 
5— Death. 

To  the  small  town  mind,  is: 
1 — Empty  churches  on  prayer 

meeting  night 
2 — Deserted  wives 
3 — An  unmarried  maiden  woman 

over  forty 
4 — The  way  the  young  folks 

carry  on 
5 — Bigamy. 

To  the  intelligentsia,  is: 

1 — A  disappointed  child 

2 — An  intelligent  woman  married 
to  a  yokel 

3 — An  unattractive  heiress  trying 
to  put  over  the  idea  that  the 
men  like  her  for  herself  alone 

4 — The  faith  of  some  women 

5 — Life.  By  Lon  Raivisey 


Drawn  by  John  McGuire 

"S03'.  who  the  heWs  responsible 
for  the  stork?'' 

There  was  a  young  man  from  Japan 

Whose  limericks  never  would  scan; 

When  asked  just  why  so, 

He  said,  "I  don't  know. 

But  I  always  try  to  crowd  as  many 

syllables    into    the    last    line    as    I 

possibly  can." 


Politician — Is  one  who  stands  for 
what  he  thinks  the  voters  will  fall 
for. 


Among  the  people 
Who  tend  to  bore  me. 

Are  men  with  paunches 
And  men  who  ignore  me. 
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to  what  goes  on,  being  quick  to  size  up 
situations  and  their  implications.  He  is 
openly  in  favor  of  coalitions  in  campus 
politics  claiming  that  they  do  no  harm 
and  asserting  that  they  offer  more  ex- 
perience to  the  individuals  involved  and 
are  a  more  accurate  counterpart  of  life 
on  the  whole  than  the  sterile  hothouse 
variety  for  which  campus  reformers  are 
campaigning.  (And  he's  a  Rhodes  schol- 
ar,  too!) 

Dr.  Oliver  Justin  Lee,  Professor 
Carey's  colleague,  is  one  of  the  most 
popular  men  on  campus.  Although  not 
quite  as  alert,  he  is  just  as  keenly  inter- 
ested in  student  activity  and  is  a  stabil- 
izing influence  with  his  common  sense. 
Both  men  are  extremely  valuable  to  the 
Board  and  are  well  suited  to  their  tasks. 

This  year's  Board  is  not  essentially 
different  from  last  year's.  Five  of  the 
previous  Board  are  serving  their  second 
year  (Rathburn,  Smith,  Tapley,  White, 
and  Northquist).  Mamer  will  never  com- 
pletely fill  the  shoes  of  Myron  Chevlin 
who  was  chairman  last  year.  This  is  no 
reflection  on  Fred,  since  Chevlins  don't 
happen  every  day.  On  the  whole,  the 
Board  is  surprisingly  conscientious  with 
a  fair  amount  of  ability  and  is  also  more 
impartial  than  would  be  expected  of  such 
a  group.  It  features  steadiness  with  no 
brilliance,  except  the  couple  of  excep- 
tions noted. 

Acting  unobtrusively,  the  Board  wields 
wide  powers  and  is  undoubtedly -the  most 
important  influence  on  campus.  Its  five 
main  powers   are,   broadly   speaking: 

"As  an  executive  body,  the  Student 
Governing  Board  shall  be  responsible  for 
Student  non-curricular  activities  and  en- 
terprises (exclusive  of  intercollegiate  ac- 
tivities) in  accordance  with  established 
regulations."  Now  this  implies  great 
powers  for  the  Board,  undoubtedly  the 
most  powerful  on  campus,  excluding  none. 
Its  five  main  powers: 

"1.  Control   over   the   organization, 

management,    use,    and   activities   of 

the  Student  Union. 

2.  Control  over  and  arrangement 
of  the  social  program  in  conjunction 
with  the  director  of  the  social  calen- 
dar. 

3.  Control  over  student  non-curric- 
ular organizations,  enterprises,  and 
events. 

4.  Control  over  certain  financial 
matters. 

5.  Control  over  elections  and  ap- 
pointments. 

6.  Publication  either  by  the  Board, 
or  the  designated  committee,  organ- 
ization, or  enterprise  group,  of  the 
Student  directory,  or  a  Student  hand- 
book or-  both." 

"As  a  legislative  body  it  shall  cooper- 
ate with  the  Board  of  Supervision  of  Stu- 
dent Activities  in  formulation  or  regula- 
tions for  the  control  and  administration 
of  student  activities." 

To  continue,  as  "an  investigatory  and 
advisory   body,"    it    shall    represent    the 


student  body  and  shall  conduct  its  activ- 
ities in  conjunction  with  student  problems 
and  activities  and  can  make  recom- 
mendations to  the  officials  of  the  uni- 
versity. 

In  its  capacity  of  "an  investigatory 
and  advisory  body"  the  Board  last  year 
probed  the  condition  of  campus  honor- 
aries  and  delivered  to  Lynx  and  Purple 
Key,  junior  and  sophomore  honoraries, 
respectively,  the  ultimatum  that  they 
either  adopt  a  more  democratic  method 
of  electing  members  or  be  removed  from 
their  status  as  honoraries. 

Another  significant  aspect  of  the  Board's 
powers  is  that  formerly  the  chairman  of 
the  Board  automatically  became  one  of 
the  three  student  members  of  the  Board 
of  Publications — a  highly  important  posi- 
tion, especially  in  May  when  publications 
heads  for  the  succeeding  year  are  elect- 
ed. This  year,  however,  the  Board  voted 
to  alter  that  portion  of  its  constitution. 
Under  the  revised  set-up  all  students  in- 
terested in  the  Board  of  Publications 
were  asked  to  submit  petitions  and  all 
three  members  will  be  chosen  from  that 
group. 

Much  of  the  Student  Governing  Board's 
power  is  merely  potential,  however. 
There  is  a  great  deal  which  they  could 
do  in  the  field  of  campus  afliairs  and 
problems  which  they  do  not  attempt  to 
touch.    Perhaps  it  is  better  so. 

Next  month  Politicosis  ivill  present  a  survey 
and  analysis  of  the  various  campus  organiza- 
tions which  enter  into  campus  life.  The  inter- 
fraternity  council,  interhouse  council,  and  alt 
the  rest  wll  he  presented;  lohat  they  can  do. 
what  they  actually  do,  and  how  they  do  it.  Look 
for  the  January  Politicosis. 


Maulflower 

She:  I  don't  see  why  he  dates  her; 
she's  a  terrible  dancer. 

Shesis:  No,  she  can't  dance,  but  she 
sure  can  intermission. 

There  he  was,  swimming  in  the 
cold  water,  battling  heroically 
against  the  waves.  "Just  a  half  a 
mile  more,"  he  thought,  "and  I'll 
make  the  shore."  His  strokes  were 
getting  weaker.  He  could  hardly 
lift  an  arm  anymore.  The  beach 
was  only  a  few  yards  away.  His  last 
efforts  were  too  much.  He  began  to 
grow  dizzy.  Then  his  head  began  to 
swim  and  carried  him  to  the  shore. 


Fast  Man 

Thirty  days  hath  September,  June, 

July  and  my  roommate  for  speeding. 

— Red  Cow 


She  was  trying  to  work  her  way 
through  L.  S.  U.  by  selling  subscrip- 
tions to  the  Saturday  Evening  Post. 
But  all  of  the  fellows  wanted  to  take 
Liberties.  — Pell-Mell 


^"^  .  .  .  Mardi  Gras  in  New 

Orleans  —  America's  gayest  carnival  is 
typical  of  what  America's  most  interest- 
ing city  has  to  offer  you.  New  Orleans 
should  be  a  part  of  every  travel  itinerary. 

over  th,s  ''«-,':°Lhe  futures  that  .ntere 
■"f°""yfiU  .nanVma.l  coupon,  or  consult 
you  ana  nn 
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n    Mardi  Gras  in  P''"     in"  Touts     Also 
°'r>rMSwtt'S  Vacation  Patty- 

(Feb.  2-7l-  ^       Orleans. 

I — 1   Free  booklet  on  !■"= 
DF,eebooiaet  on  Avetv  Island,  U. 

M    "Students  go  Ttaveling. 

,  New  Olleans: 
Cruises  via  i-<ew  American 

n  Cat  bbean    U  3ouu 
nGulf    □  Vagabond. 
.  .,i.  New  Olleans. 
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ALOHA 

Northwestern's 

Liqiiorless 

Rendezvous 


FAULTLESS 
CUISINE 

MUSIC 

and 

DANCING 


Conveniently  Located 

North  on  Skokie  Road 

at  Willow 


PETER   PAl! 


by   chuck   lineberger 

"Twas  the  night  before  Christmas, 
and  all  through  the  house, 

"Not  a  creature  was  stirring,  no 
even  Peter  Paul  Parrot." 

And  why?  Because  he  had  for- 
saken Santa  Claus  for  the  nonce  and 
hauled  his  Yuletide  spirit  (and  me!) 
around  the  town  in  his  Crosley  on 
one  of  his  merry  gambols  about  the 
gay,  seasonally-commercialized  hot- 
spots,  inside  and  outside  the  cor- 
porate limits  of  the  city  of  Chicago. 
In  this,  the  season  of  egg-nogs  and 
Tom  and  Jerry's,  Christmas  cheer 
is  available  in  commodious  quantities 
and  on  many  fronts,  the  one  thing 
necessary  being  a  cheerful  and  re- 
ceptive personality,  and  a  little  of 
the  green-stuff.  Peter  Paul  bemoans 
the  fact  that  many  of  his  fellow 
rounders  are  expressing  themselves 
in  entertainment  mediums  at  home 
in   various    sections   of   the   country. 


Many  of  the  old  standbys,  however, 
are  still  very  much  in  evidence,  even 
though  the  Navy  Ball  is  past  history 
($15.00!). 

Upon  inquiry,  the  erstwhile  gen- 
tleman of  the  gay  ways,  Mr.  P.  P. 
Parrot,  reeled  off  the  following  as 
entertainment  suggestions  for  a  white 
Christmas: 

Wild  West 

For  the  enjoyable  short  trip  out 
"west"  he  recommends  the  ALOHA 
club,  located  very  conveniently  on 
Skokie  Road  at  Willow.  The  ALOHA 
is  noted  for  its  popularly  priced 
good  food,  as  well  as  creditable  mu- 
sic solely  for  dancing  and  listening 
purposes.  You  can  count  on  a  thor- 
oughly "in  the  manner"  evening  at 
this,  "Northwestern's  Liquorless 
Rendezvous." 

Likewise,  the  DEL-SHORE,  which 
has  become  so  popular  with  N.U. 
couples.     It's   a   real  thrill  to   get   a 


•        • 


DANCE 


DID  YOU  EVER  CUT  A  RUG? 

Bring  One  With  You  and  Really 
Do  It  to  the  Music  of 

THE    :§;\\  li^G   KIi\GS 

Featuring 

JERRY  POTTER 

at  the 

DEL-SHORE 

Play  that  new  game  SWINGO  every  night  at  11  p.m. 
Win  free  cocktails  and  prizes  for  your  party. 

HOME  TALENT  NIGHT  EVERY  FRIDAY 
ART  FORD,  M.  C. 


NO  COVER 
NO  MINIMUM 


Located  on  Dempster 
West  of  McCormick 


Emil  Dohl,  Mgr. 


38 


PURPLE     PARROT 


REVUES    li. 


sincere  glad  hand  such  as  the  one 
the  courteous  DEL-SHORE  manage- 
ment gives  its  student  trade,  espe- 
cially when  it's  coupled  with  top  table 
service  and  the  most  reasonable 
prices.  The  rug-cutting  King's  Jes- 
ters supply  a  melodious  massage  to 
deafened  ears.  Where?  Why  Demp- 
ster and  McCormick,  of  course! 

Then,  as  a  delightful  change  from 
the  gloomy  December  climate,  Peter 
Paul  would  whisk  you  away  to  the 
SOUTH  SEAS,  the  authentic  tropical 
vista  at  Lincoln  and  Crawford — done 
with  Steve  Gannon  genius.  Palmed 
and  rattaned,  the  SOUTH  SEAS  of- 
fers much  in  the  way  of  music,  high- 
quality  food  and  impressively  ar- 
ranged atmosphere.  (Pete  likes  the 
check-girls  and  wonders  at  their 
tactfulness  —  particularly  when  he 
takes  them  home!) 

ROBIN  HOOD'S  BARN  on  Chicago 
Avenue  provides  the  type  of  setting 


one  sees  on  Christmas  cards.  Peter 
Paul  wishes  he  were  living  in  the 
period.  Done  in  the  Merrie  Old  Eng- 
land style,  it  symbolizes  the  Yule- 
tide  spirit  and  brings  to  mind 
thoughts  of  blazing  fires,  boar's 
heads,  Christmas  carols  and  cheery 
hospitality.  It's  a  good  place  to  take 
the  date  for  a  Sunday  night  supper 
or  a  snack  after  the  show. 

Cosmopolitic 

Peter  Paul  Parrot  sheepishly  con- 
fides that  he  is  rapidly  losing  his 
heretofore  unmentioned  interest  in 
the  Lincoln  Park  Aviary  in  prefer- 
ence to  the  chrome  and  glass  of 
Chicago  Loop.  One  of  the  reasons 
for  his  philandering  south  is  the 
CONTINENTAL  ROOM  of  the  Hotel 
Stevens.  In  addition  to  a  top-flight 
bill  of  entertainment,  the  Stevens 
offers  to  the  college  crowd  the  scintil- 
Continued  on  next  page 


DINE 


delectable 

Chicken  —  Fish  —  Steak  Dinners 


1/fii  1  \jLi     the  torrid  arrangements  of 

THE  GONDOLIERS 


ROMANCE 


the  enchanting 

BAMBOO  ROOM 


Hear  the  Mo  Cover 

"Rain  on  the  Roof"       No  Minimum     (m  (psMiffira 

at 

THE  NEW  INTIMATE 


Lincoln  and  Pratt  Blvd.,  Lincolnwood 
Steve  Gannon,  Mgr.  Phone  Towers  2199-1502 


Robin  Hood's 
Barn 

100%  Round 
Steak  Hamburgers 

NOW 
OPEN 

On  Chicago  Avenue 

Just  North  of  Davis  St. 


Complete  Meals 

29c  -  39c  -  49c 


NORTHWESTEliN    UNIVERSdr'S    WtGAZINE    OF    COllEGIATE    IIFE  1 
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OF 
COURSE! 

GO! 

To  the 

VIllA 
DEMETRE 

1657  Sheridan  Road 
WILMETTE,  ILLINOIS 

The  Rendezvous  for 

Northwestern 

Men  and  Coeds 


Famous  for  delicious 
barbecued  chicken  and 
hamburgers.  Meet  your 
friends  at  the  beautiful 
Spanish  Villa  after 
school,  the  dance,  or 
the  theatre. 


I'LL 

MEET  YOU 

AT 

DEMETRE'S 


Prevues 


lating  music  of  Griff  Williams  and 
his  boys. 

The  Palmer  House,  with  its  ex- 
clusive EMPIRE  ROOM,  is  featur- 
ing Tommy  Dorsey  who  is  currently 
in  his  last  two  weeks  of  his  all  too 
short  engagement  there.  Orrin  Tuck- 
er and  "Oh  Johnny"  Bonnie  Baker 
are  returning  to  the  EMPIRE  ROOM 
after  an  absence  of  some  months  and 
will  claim  tremendous  appeal  from 
N.U.'s  wandering  population.  Prices 
are  darn  decent,  too. 

In  the  PANTHER  ROOM  we  clear 
away  the  smoke  and  see  "Fats" 
Waller,  sepia  wizard  of  the  white's 
and  black's,  with  his  rugged  aggre- 
gation performing  nitely.  Interesting 
and  colorful,  the  wicked  notes  are 
definitely  in  evidence. 

The  Drake  recently  opened  with  a 
new  show  which  is  M.C.'d  by  ex- 
Hollywood  Buddy  Rogers,  la  Pick- 
ford's  handsome  spouse  in  his  spare 
time.  Buddy  has  a  crack  new  band 
modeled  along  the  Waring  Pennsyl- 
vanian  line.  Included  in  the  floor 
show  are  the  Four  Notes,  a  novelty 
song  crew,  Johnny  Morris,  destruc- 
tive drummer  deluxe,  and  Marjorie 
Whitney,  hot  vocalist. 

Peter  Paul  also  suggests  the 
MARINE  DINING  ROOM  of  the 
Edgewater  Beach  Hotel,  where  Ray 
Herbeck  and  his  orchestra  with  an 
entirely  new  show  provided  another 
opening  night  for  the  ruddy-nosed 
gentleman  in  feathers. 

At  the  BLUE  FOUNTAIN  ROOM 
of  the  LaSalle  Hotel,  Little  Jack 
Little  and  Kay  Quinn,  bee-utiful  song- 
stress provide  the  musical  entrees 
much  to  the  satisfaction  of  N.U. 
daters. 

Around  the  Corner 

For     Bohemian     influence,     Peter 


Continued  from  page  39 

Paul  says  that  one  can't  go  wrong 
on  RICARDO'S.  Ric's  super-spa- 
ghetti spot  on  Rush  St.  is  the  scene 
of  a  lot  of  local-color  artists,  poets, 
radio  people,  et  al.  Genial  Ric, 
himself,  is  always  hovering  over 
your  table  to  give  you  the  fine  serv- 
ice he  is  noted  for. 

ISBELL'S,  one  on  Rush  and  an- 
other on  Diversey,  feature  Chicago's 
finest  food  amid  beautiful  surround- 
ings  {and  reasonable  checks!). 

Or,  if  you  want  your  food  in  a 
Spanish  atmosphere,  try  the  ever- 
popular  DeMETRES.  Peter  Paul  likes 
the  fat,  juicy  hamburgers  they  sling 
together  for  him  —  and  when  De- 
METRES slings  'em,  they're  slung! 

The  3500  CLUB  announces  the 
opening  of  its  new  Rathskeller,  which 
will  be  finished  in  knotty  pine  and 
strong  enough  to  stand  anything 
thrown  at  it!  Let  "Emmet"  Driscoll 
(Paddy's  brother  b'gosh!)  take  care 
of  your  individual  needs.  Down  with 
delicate  lighting  and  sweet  music, 
they  say — there  you  get  what  you  go 
for! 

And  for  a  new  and  different  atmos- 
phere after  the  evening's  program, 
there's  the  INTERSTATE  GLASS 
HOUSE  out  at  Lincoln  and  Touhy. 
Good  food,  good  service,  a  modern 
atmosphere  and  the  organ  music  of 
Bill  Bennett.  (He  plays  requests, 
too.) 

At  the  so-nice  PUMP  ROOM,  John 
Kirby  and  his  neat  band  please  the 
debutramps,  as  well  as  the  rest  of 
us  low-brows.  Please  wear  a  clean 
shirt  if  you  go  here. 

It's  getting  to  be  axiomatical  about 

the    PUB.     Peter    Paul    says    often; 

"What   shall  we  do  tonight  or  pick 

up  one  at  the  PUB!"  There's  a  man 

Continued  on  page  42 
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Draw  11  by  John  McGuire 
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Goodbve,  Sucker 


Continued  from  page  9 


prestige    is    transferred    to    a    less    worthy    objective. 

The  Plain  Folks  Device  takes  the  form  of  REAL 
AMERICANS,  who  are  "honest"  and  "the  backbone  of 
the  home  of  freedom,  progress,  democracy  and  jus- 
tice." This  device  is  commonly  used  by  politicians 
who  well  realize  the  value  of  muddy  shoes  when  talking 
with  farmers. 

The  Card  Stacking  Device  is  a  general  one,  using  all 
the  dirty  dealing,  falsehood,  half-truths  and  hypocrisy 
it  is  possible  to  muster  for  or  against  a  cause. 

The  Society  uses  the  Band  Wagon  Device,  toward 
the  end  of  its  advertisement,  when  it  suggests  that 
"friends  and  neighbors  —  join  together." 

"Join  the  crowds  who  are  fighting  the  alien  among 
us,"  which  implies  that  you  will  merely  be  doing  what 
thousands  are  already  hopping  on  the  band  wagon  to  do. 

There  are  at  least  two  other  propaganda  devices 
which  are  particularly  important  in  the  interpretation 
of  foreign  news  connected  with  war.  These  are  the 
Atrocity  Story  Device  and  the  Reliable  Sources  Device. 

So  long  as  there  are  wars,  there  will  be  atrocity 
stories  circulated  against  each  side,  most  of  them  with- 
out the  slightest  foundation  in  fact.  The  World  War 
story  of  the  German  Corpse  Factory  is  still  remem- 
bered. Newspapers  printed  in  all  seriousness  the  eye- 
witness accounts  of  "buckets  full  of  human  eyes,"  and 
"human  bodies  being  made  into  soap  and  manure." 

The  advertisement  on  page  3  mentions  the  poisoning 
of  cities'  water  supplies  by  spies.  This  is  the  same  sort 


of  atrocity  story  which  we  may  read  even  today  in 
magazines  and  newspapers  in  the  United  States. 

The  Reliable  Sources  Devices  is  all  the  more  amazing 
because  "reliable  sources"  may  be  reliable  in  peace 
times,  but  during  a  war  are  too  often  likely  to  be  the 
voice  of  a  government  censor,  imputing  authority  where 
none  exists.  Every  day  on  every  front  page  we  read 
reports   similar  to  this: 

"PARIS,  Dec.  24  (AP) — French  troops  made  a  break 
in  the  Siegfried  Line  south  of  Bombollet  today  and 
penetrated  several  miles  into  German  territory,  it  was 
learned  today  by  an  Associated  Press  correspondent 
through   usually   well-informed    sources." 

And  when  you  read  it,  throw  it  immediately  out  of 
your  mental  storage  vaults.  It  isn't  worth  keeping. 

These  devices  are  used  by  the  thousands,  and  not 
always  by  thoroughly  disreputable  people,  either.  The 
question  to  ask  one's  self,  after  reading  what  one  sus- 
pects to  be  propaganda,  is,  "What  would  any  manu- 
facturer, nation,  labor  union,  or  other  interest  have  to 
gain  by  supporting  such  a  story,  and  are  they  likely 
to  get  it  here  in  print  before  me?" 

If  the  answer  to  each  part  of  that  question  is  yes, 
you  may  be  sure  that  somebody  is  trying  to  fool  you. 

Texas  Guinan  used  to  greet  her  guests  with  "Hello, 
sucker." 

Unless  we  learn  to  recognize  when  we're  being  played 
for  one,  someone  will  probably  be  saying  to  us,  "Good- 
bye, sucker —  goodbye  for  Europe's  trenches  and  blood 
and  poison  gas — goodbye  to  economic  security  for 
another   fifty   years." 


INTERSTATE  GLASS  HOUSE 

LINCOLN  AND  TOUHY  AVENUES 

...  A   smart,  new,  comfortable   place  to  dine  out . . . 
You  will  enjoy  our  modern  cocktail  lounge 
We  cater  to   afternoon   tea  and  bridge  parties 

ISII.L   BEXi\ETT 

Nationally  Known  Organist 

ENTERTAINING  NIGHTLY 

Except  Tuesday 
From  6  p.m.  to  2  a.m. 

•  Ample  Parking  Space 

•  Moderate  Prices 
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THE   CROSIEY   CAR 


m 


'ADE  to  order  for  Northwestern  students.  80c 
will  fill  up  the  gas  tank  .  .  .  Waukegan  and  back 
for  50c. 

House  rules  will  not  permit  taking  it  to  your  room, 
but  you  can  leave  it  under  your  window. 

There's  nothing  to  freeze.  Air  cooled  motor  doesn't 
mind  coldest  Lake  Michigan  air. 

4  can  ride  as  comfortably  as  one  —  Waukegan  and 
back  for  12^4  cents  each. 

Dumbest  bunny  in  school  can  put  the  top  up  in 
a  minute. 

The  car  is  engineered  exactly  as  a  large  car  with  parts 
scaled  down  to  small  size,  with  margins  for  safety 
and  overloads  greater  than  in  a  large  car. 

A  6  foot  3  guy  built  it  so  there's  plenty  of  room  for 
long  legs. 

It  will  get  you  anywhere  fast  enough,  and  its  speed 
up  to  50  miles  an  hour  will  slow  down  the  speed  of 
greying  hair  at  home. 

Parking  lot  owners  can  be  talked  into  half  price  for 
parking  .  .  .  Add  a  dime  to  the  Waukegan  trip. 

For  safety's  sake  some  parts  are  FULL  SIZE  .  .  .  the 
body  is  standard  automobile  steel.  The  glass  is 
Duplex   Safety   glass   .   .    .   the   brakes   are   powerful 


enough  to  stop  a  car  4  times  it  weight  .  .  .  tires  are 
same  ply  as  standard  size  cars. 

2  quarts  of  oil  fill  crank  case.  On  a  basis  of  change 
every  2,000  miles,  oil  for  the  Waukegan  trip  figures 
31,4  cents. 

Total  round  trip  to  Waukegan  631,4  cents  not  includ- 
ing the  hamburgers. 

The  Purple  Parrot  will  give  you  a  smooth  demon- 
stration —  or  else!  If  you  can't  locate  the  Parrot 
visit  the  Co-op.  Just  call  GRE.  2600. 

And  all  you  must  scrape  together  is  only  S375,  $125 
down,  $17.62  when  the  finance  company  catches 
up  with  you. 


THE  CROSLEY  CORPORATION 

Evanston  Dealer  —  Paul  Cummins 
NORTHWESTERN 


STUDENT 


CO-OP 


ASS'N 


INC 


1726  Orrington  Avenue 


Greenleaf  2600 


Crosley  dealers  everywhere  sell  Crosley  radios.  Shelvador  re- 
jrigerators,  gas  and  electric  stoves,  washers,  ir07iers  and  this 
new  idea  in  economical  transportation  —  the  CROSLEY  Car. 
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in-apron  there  who  is  a  dead  ringer 
for  Gov.  P.  V.  McNutt,  which  is  just 
one  of  the  interesting  features  to  be 
found  in  that  vicinity. 

Dominant  Seventh 

Lest  we  think  Peter  Paul  has  too 
crude  an  intellectual  level,  listen  to 
his  vacation  recommendations  to  de- 
velop your  esthetic  sense.  The  CHI- 
CAGO CITY  OPERA  is  well  under 
way  at  the  Civic  Opera  House,  and 
for  this  winter's  season  it  provides 
some  pleasant  sounding  diversions. 
Such  stellar  artists  as  Pons,  Flag- 
stad,  and  Martinelli,  plus  the  su- 
perior conducting  of  McArthur  are 
well  worth  hearing.  Peter  Paul 
heard  "Manon,"  the  Flagstad  version 
of  "Tristan  and  Isolde,"  and  is  look- 
ing forward  to  the  Monte  Carlo  Bal- 
let which  is  due  here  around  Christ- 
mas. 

Legit 

Peter  Paul  squawked  heartily  at 
the  Cornell-Lederer  "No  Time  for 
Comedy."  He  enjoyed  Cole  Porter's 
"Leave  it  to  Me"  at  the  Auditorium. 


OIIirtBtmas  ^tft 

Photographic  Christinas  Cards 

Distinctly  personal.  One  of  your  own 
snapshots  together  with  a  suitable 
greeting.  Bring  in  a  negative  and  have 
a  sample  made. 

Prices  including  envelopes,  as  low  as 
10c — in    quantities. 

Enlargements 

Elegantly  mounted  or  with  wide  bor- 
ders and  plate  countersunk.  A  personal 
gift  only  you  can  make. 

Prices  depend  on  size  and  style. 

Photo  Mirrors 

A  vogue  of  other  days  comes  to  lite. 
A  pocket  mirror  with  a  brilliant  cellu- 
loid protected  photo  on  the  back. 

Price,  including  making  a  print  from 
your  negative,  25c. 


Evanston 
Photographic  Service 

1854  Sherman  Avenue 
Evanston,  Illinois 
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When  he  gets  that  check  for  expenses 
he  wants  to  take  in  "Springtime  for 
Henry,"  with  Edward  Everett  Hor- 
ton,  now  packing  them  in  at  the  Er- 
langer.  In  addition  he  offers  concerts 
by  noted  long-haired  people  and  the 
Chicago  symphony  orchestras  as 
well. 

For  classical  and  convenient  enter- 
tainment in  the  drama  and  music 
world,  Peter  gives  his  O.K.  on  Chi- 
cago's selections  for  this  Christmas. 

Selected  Short  Subjects 

The  all-University  Alpha  Delt  Open 
House  of  a  few  weeks  back  should 
set  the  pace  for  something  new  m 
eatin'-house  ethics  .  .  .  how  about  it, 
the  rest  of  you  guys  and  gallic  fra- 
ternal organizations?  .  .  .  Pete  likes 
Hugo  Panasse's  tome,  "Hot  Jazz" 
.  .  .  read  it  and  feel  educated  .  .  . 
Two-bits  to  a  moldy  herring  that 
Artie  Shaw  will  be  in  Chicago  before 
the  snow  leaves  .  .  .  they  say  he's 
just  at  odds  with  Unkie  Sam  .  .  . 
Barrymore  gives  public  perform- 
ances at  the  CHALET  now  nights — I 
dunno,  I  dunno  .  .  .  Down  beat  sug- 
gests that  swing  is  just  a  passing 
fancy  ...  its  been  passing  for  some 
time  now  .  .  .  and  getting  fancier! 
.  .  .  Advertisement:  Mr.  Peter  Paul 
Parrot  wishes  you  all  a  very  merry 
Christmas,  and  hopes  the  New  Year 
will  give  you  better  entertainment 
and  better  prices  at  better  places! 
.  .  .  Squawk! 


Pre-Season  Shots 

Continued  from  page  16 

year's  squad  and  guided  by  compet- 
ent Branch  McCracken,  should  fin- 
ish close  to  the  top.  "Piggy"  Lam- 
bert of  Purdue,  who,  like  Lonborg, 
is  counting  on  sophomore  support, 
should  also  put  out  a  fine  team. 
Northwestern,  Iowa,  Ohio  State  and 
possibly  Michigan  wiU  also  be  stronger 
and  any  one  of  these  has  a  good 
chance  to  win  over  the  favorites. 

While  predicting  the  outcome  of 
a  Big  Ten  basketball  season  is  risky 
business,  this  may  be  the  year  for 
Northwestern  to  win  top  honors.  And 
we  ain't  just  clackin'  our  molars. 


"Can  you  love  two  girls  at  once?" 
"Yes,  sir.    Immediately!" 


(Ulirtatmas 

Three  6x8  Buff 

Eugene  L.  Ray 

/v.  V.  Official  Studio 

1606  Chicago  Ave. 


We'll  Give  You 
the  Kind  of 

HAIRCUT 

You  Want 

MANICURE 

CLASSIC 

Barber  Shop 

Opposite  Varsity  Theatre 


Ariiieiiian  Foods 

Try  the  New  Taste  Thrill 
Shish  Kebab 

ARMAN'S 

CANARY  BARBECUE 

Music  by 

Rigo's  Hungarian  Gypsies 

4824  Dempster  Niles  Center 


For 

Complete  Meals 

or 

Fountain  Service 

try 

THE 
COFFEE  ROOM 

1740  Sherman  Ave. 
GRE.  8785 


DECEMBER.    I  939 


43 


Night  Watchman:  Young  man,  are 
you  going  to  kiss  that  girl? 
Young  Man:    No. 

N.  W. :  Here  then,  hold  this  lantern. 
— Colorado  Dodo 


Logik 

What  is  double  petunia? 

Well,  a  petunia  is  a  flower  like  a 
begonia ; 

A  begonia  is  a  meat  like  a  sausage; 

A  sausage  and  battery  is  a  crime; 

Monkeys  crime  trees ; 

Trees  a  crowd; 

A  rooster  crowd  in  the  morning 
and  made  a  noise; 

A  noise  is  on  your  face  like  your 
eyes; 

The  eyes  is  the  opposite  of  the 
nays; 

A  horse  nays:  A  horse  has  a  colt: 

You  get  a  colt  and  go  to  bed  and 
wake  up  in  the  morning  with  double 
petunia.     — University  Daily  Kansan 


So  Do  We 

Freshman:  "Wiiat  are  your  terms 
for  students?" 

Landlady:  "Most  of  them  I  call 
screwball." 


Gently,  he  pushed  her  quivering 
shoulders  back  against  the  chair. 
She  raised  beseeching  eyes  in  whicli 
faint  hope  and  fear  were  struggling. 
From  her  parted  lips,  the  breath 
came  in  short,  wrenching  gasps.  Re- 
assuringly, he  smiled  at  her. 

Bzzzzz,  went  the  dentist's  drill. 
— Widow. 


Wrong  Answer 

"I  want  some  grapes  for  my  sick 
husband.  Do  you  know  if  any  poison 
has  been  sprayed  on  these  you 
have?" 

"No,  ma'am;  you'll  have  to  get 
that  at  the  druggist's." 

— Duke  'n'  Duchess 


The  story  of  Jonah  and  the  whale 
Is  one  that's  reached  renown; 
And  the  moral  of  that  story  is — 
You  can't  keep  a  good  man  down. 


"My  son  wants  to  be  a  racing  mo- 
torist.   "What  shall  I  do?" 
"I  wouldn't  stand  in  his  way." 

— Pencan 
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Dear  Freshmeii — 

If  you  are  really  Northwestern 
material — 

You  will  grind  like  the  dickens — 
the  week  before  exams. 

You  will  go  to  class  faithfully — 
tlie  week  before  exams. 

You  will  forsake  the  bright  lights 
— the  week  before  exams. 

And  in  the  end — 

You  will  wish  you  had  started  ear- 
lier than  —  the  week  before  exams. 

— Mike  Murnighan 


Alas! 

I  wish  I  were  a  monient 

In  my  professor's  class 

For  no   matter  how  idle   a   moment 

may  be 
They  always  seem  to  pass. 

— Exchange 


Two  men  were  seated  together  in 
a  crowded  street  car.  One  of  them 
noticed  that  the  other  had  his  eyes 
closed. 

"Wassamatter,  Bill,"  he  asked, 
"feeling   ill?" 

"I'm  all  right."  answered  Bill, 
"but  I  hate  to  see  ladies  standing." 


Tell  It  to  "Look" 

"The  doctor  said  I'd  have  to  stop 
smoking,    one   lung's   nearly    gone." 

"Well,  you  might  hold  out  a  while 
until  we  have  enough  coupons  to 
get  a  new  rug."  -Jester 


Sad  Tale 

"If  you  refuse  me,"  he  swore, 
shall  die." 
She  refused  him. 
Sixty  years  later  he  died. 


'Catvtvt  you  read  the  sign,  my  man?  Deliver  all  goods  in  rear." 

PURPLE     PARROT 


You  don't  have  to  be 
Reginald  Fortescue  III 
to  be  seen  with  a 
girl  like  This 


The  proper  respect  for 

The  right  clothes  can  make  the 

man,  and  impress  the  woman  .  .  . 

Inner  poise  .  .  .  it''s  as  intangible  a  quality  as 
this  that  makes  a  personality  outstanding  .  .  . 
Not  only  the  ability  to  have  the  crowd  laughing 
with  you  .  .  .  but  a  sureness  that  marks  you  as 
a  man  to  l)e  respected.  This  quality  can  come 
from  the  realization  that  your  appearance  is 
impressive  to  others,  and  pleasing  to  yourself. 
It's  a  matter  of  choosing  the  right  clothes,  and 
accessories  to  blend  with  them  .  .  .  SUCH  as- 
surance you  have  when  you  shop  in  THE  MEN'S 
STORE  .  .  .  From  Harris  Tweed  suits,  oxford 
shirts,  and  repp  ties  to  tails,  we  know  what  it 
takes  to  dress  you  smartly  ...  to  establish  your 
position  on  the  Campus  with  men,  and  such  a 
>voman  as  this. 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co. 

The  Men''s  Store  —  Monroe  at  Wabash 


"Uncle  Sam  Helped 

make  tobacco  better  than  ever! 

. . .  and  Luckies  have  bought  the  -cream'  of  the 

better-than-ever  crops!"  says  Billie  L.  Branch, 

a  tobacco  auctioneer  for  21  years. 


Suppose  you  talked  with  this 
ind-ependent  expert  about 
Luckies: 

You:  "In  recent  years,  you  say, 
tobacco  crops  have  been  better 
than  ever?" 

Mr.Branc/i;"  Yes.  even  though 
crops  vary  with  weather  condi- 
tions, new  U.  S.  Government 
methods  have  worked  wonders 
for  farmers." 

You:  "Do  I.uckies  bu\  tliis  bet- 
ter kind  of  tobacco?" 
Mr.  li:  "Yes.  and  they  alwavs 
lull  ('  bought  the  choicer  grades. 
Tliat's  why  I've  smoked  l.iickv 


Strikes  for  the  last  15  years." 

You:   "What   do   the    other 

independent   experts  like  you 

smoke?"' 

Mr.  B:  "Among  the  tobacco 

men  I  know,  Luckies  are  by  far 

the  favorite!" 

Try  Luckies  for  a  week.  You'll 

find  that  the  "Toasting"  process 

makes  them  easy  on  your  throat 

— because  it  takes  out  certain 

har-'h  throat   irritants   that  are 

found  in  all  tobacc  o. 

You'll  aKo  find  out  whv-"W  ITH 

MEN  WHO  K^()W'  TOBAC:CO 

REST— I  rs  LUCKIES  2  TO  1! 


